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DEDICATED 


In all humility to my youthful brothers 
of my motherland in happy memory 


of my youthful years 


* 


‘To EACH his suffering! All are men 
Condemn’d alike to groan!; 


The TENDER FOR ANOTHER’S PAIN: 
Th’ UNFEELING for HiS OWN!” 


— GRAY 


* 


“Tf Youth but knew! 
If age but could!” 


SACRED TO 
THE MEMORY OF 
THYAGARAJA SADASIVAM 
IN THE HALO OF WHOSE 
IMMACULATE LIFE 
THE HUMBLE AUTHOR 
OPE’D HIS BABY-EYES 
UPON THE WONDER-WORLD 
OF 
THE LORD’S 
MARIONETTE PLAY 
THE MAHABHAARATHA 


* 


‘‘Tdam Rahasyam Mama Yena Darsitam— 
Sa Vandaneeyah Gurureva Kevalam—”’ 


— Sankara 





Tue Late Justice Sir T. Sapasiva ATIYAR. MLL. 
Kailasam’s Uncle 












Dr. (Sir) S. RADHAKRISHNAN, former President of the Indian 
Jnion, permitted me to present an hour and a quarter’s recital of 
ilasam’s play Karna before him, when he was Vice-President, at 
| is residence at Delhi round about 1960. 


Later, on a request by me to send a note on Kailasam’s 76th Birth- 
day, he sent one, which is printed here 


Ke. VP_ 24/967 
ae? ViceE-PRESIDENT 
ETN INDIA 


New De cut 
June 1, 1960 


Dear Shri Rama Rao, 


I note that Kailasam's 76th Birthday 
is on the 29th of July. I knew him when I 
happened to be at Mysore and I felt that he was 
aman of intense. feeling and powerful expression, 
All his works manifest these qualities, 


His plays were of liye interest as 
he took up concrete problems of our country in 
transition and dramatised them with great force. 


Even when he used classical themes his purpose 
was contemporary. 


I hope his writings will be read 
widely. 


Yours sincerely, 


( S) Radhakrfshoan) 


Shri_B.S.Rama Rao, 

c/o Praja Vani, 

16, Mahatma Gandhi Road, 
Bangal ore-1 
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Years ago, Dr, Radhakrishnan had listened to a recital of Purpose 
( Ekalavya ) from Kailasam and said : 


"Unfortunately in our country official 
position or a place in the University seem 
to be necessary for literary recognition. 
Kailasam cannot lay claim to either. He 
rather illustrates the tradition that abus: 
criticism, exile and fierce solitariness, 


mark the man of genius." 





PANDIT TARANATH 


[Pandit Taranath (Late) of Premaayathana, Tungabhadra, 
acknowledged as a great Daarsanika, ingrained the lofty 
“ Krishna” into Kailasam. See Mr. K. Sampathgiri Rao’s note 
in the appendix J 





[Late Dr. (Sir) C. R. Reddy, founder of the Andhra 
University and Pro-Chancellor of the Mysore University, 
whose question provoked Kailasam to create Karna 
as he had “seen it and heard it.”” This was as a sequel to 


Kailasam’s recital of Purpose. ] 


These scenes and words you'll see, you ll hear, 
i've seen and heard before, 
As king or priest, poltroon or peer, 


Somewhere ... Somewhen of yore! 


ele 


‘“Not marble, nor the gilded monuments 
Of Princes shall outlive this powerful rhyme 
For you shall shine more bright in these contents 


Than unswept stone, besmirch’d with sluttish time” 


— Shakespeare 
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DR; (SIR) C; BR, REDDY 


ON 
KAILASAM’S EKALAVYA 


M&: KAILASAM has made an indisputably high name 
for himself as, to use an expression of Dr. Cousins, a 
critic of contemporary life. 


Mr. Kailasam is one of the few playwrights in India 
about whom it could be said with truth that his art is like 
true poetry: at bottom a criticism of life. Most of his 
plays belong to this category. But they are not the subject 
matter of this foreword. | 


In this play Exalavya and in another on Karna Kailasam 
plays with success a new role. He is the interpreter of 
some of our classical themes, more especially the episodes 
and characters of the greatest book in the word’s literature: 
the Mahabhaarata, which to the Hindu art and mind is as old 
as the beginnings of that Epic. Several plays of Bhasa, the 
illustrious precursor of Kalidasa, are either interpretations 
of the Epic as it is today or versions of variant legends 
current at the time. One of the latest of such interpreters 
is Rabindranath Tagore, the Laureate of India, who has 
written quite a number of playlets bringing out what he 
‘considered to be the inwardness of those immortal heroes 
‘and heroines: Karna, Gandharee, Dhritarashtra, Arjuna, 

~Chitrangada and the rest of the galaxy. 
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No wonder that Mr. Kailasam has also succumbed to 
this irresistible fascination. He has done so in good 
company and comes out good. 


To my knowledge, the Episode of Ekalavya, which 
appears in the *‘Adi” Parva and to which there is a passing 
reference in the ““Drona’’, does not appear to have been 
taken up by any other writer for treatment. As far as I 
know, this is Kailasam’s patent. 


Kailasam’s interpretation has taken two directions. 


Firstly, there is a transformation of characters and 
secondly invention of incidents which form an extraordi- 
nary but most impressive account. In regard to trans- 
formation attention may be drawn to the following : He has 
made Drona, from the modern point of view, better than 
he is in the Epic. When Ekalavya approaches him as an 
earnest seeker after the art of archery, Drona refuses to 
take him as a disciple because Ekalavya is a nishaada 
chieftain and such knowledge could be imparted only to 
Brahmins and Kshatriyas. The historical justification is 
clear. The conquering Aryans could not teach the 
subjugated tribes the art of the arms by which they 
prevailed, any more than European Imperialists could 
afford to reveal to Africa and Asia the mysteries of modern 
warfare. 1 am inclined to think that we cannot blame 
either the Aryans of old or the European Imperialists of the 
present for refusing to undermine their position or to 
commit political suicide. But Racialism or Caste offends 
the modern mind and revolts the modern heart. So 
Kailasam attributes Drona’s refusal to teach Ekalavya to 
the promise Drona had made to his master Bheeshma that 
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he would not take any more pupils until he had completed 
the education of the Kuru Princes entrusted to his charge. 

I suppose all interpretation has, to a certain extent, 
sacrificed history to Ethics. But the most remarkable 
feature is the pith and marrow of this interpretation ; 
this consists in two elements of supreme significance to 
humanity. First, Ekalavya retires to his abode, sets up an 
image of Drona to worship and by power of his concentrated 
devotion and self-effort acquires a skill beyond that of 
Drona himself. The power of Tapas as a factor in self- 
development is the most resounding of our ancient truths, 
and, in emphasising the potentiality of concentration and 
single-minded effort, Mr. Kailasam is inculcating a lesson 
which may with advantage be learnt and practised by the 
Indian people who drift about apparently with no settled 
purpose and are to a tragic extent the creatures of circum- 
stance. Second, Kailasam emphasises, and it can almost 
be said to be a new truth or, at any rate, a fresh pre- 
sentation of an old truth — that knowledge acquired for 
selfish purposes can never be so potent as that acquired 
for altruistic. Arjuna, at his age, relatively to Ekalavya, 
fails because his motives were vanity, self-aggrandisement 
in pursuit of which he naturally becomes jealous of his 
rivals, and was not above resorting to methods of meanness 
in order to maintain his personal position. Ekalavya 
desires to be proficient in archery solely and entirely 
for protecting the weak against the strong, the good against 
the wicked, symbolised here by the desire to save the fawns 
from the wolves. There is a truth of purpose, a moral 
truth higher than the truth of science, which makes Ekalavya 
excel as an archer the preceptor Drona himself. 
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I consider this a wonderful, a sublime feature of this 
play, so vivid with contrasts of character; and it is not 
mysticism and moonshine, but a truth of human nature of 
which instances are common enough though reflection on 
them is not so common. Everyone knows that a person or 
a nation which is fighting for a moral cause, fights far better 
than those troubled by an uneasy conscience. How many 
are there who realise that conscience is not merely an ele- 
ment in peace of mind, but that it is a fortifying factor in 
all life’s struggles. Aptly has Kaiiasam called his play 
Purpose. Indeed it is the power of purpose that is so 
convincingly depicted. 


As regards the new incidents and accounts he has added 
to the epic theme, I’il pass over them here in brief: The 
mother of Ekalavya, of whom Kailasam is the father, is a 
character of supreme charm and as much wisdom as charm, 
Simple souls have an understanding deeper than the scholared 
and sophisticated. 


In a subsequent play Krishna is made to kill Ekalavya 
by means, which no conscience, ancient or modern, would 
regard as fair. But Krishna is above good and bad. He is 
like the Sun who shines on saints and sinners alike and who 
produces what look like contradictory effects by means of 
the self-same rays, like melting wax and hardening clay; 
like nature herself: today green and gay with fresh foliage 
and gladdening eye and heart with her colourful flowers and 
far reaching perfume, and tomorrow furious with storms, 
fiery with lightnings and sound like the crack of doom, yet 
withal loved as the source of life and light. Such is 
Krishna, in Fulfilment the play that follows Purpose. 
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But even the Gods are, according to the Greeks and 
the Hindus, subject to destiny and the inexorable law of 
Karma, as the Mahabhaarata has it: 


—Hlarinaapi Haraynaapi Brahmanaapi Surairapi ; 
Lalaata likhithaw rekhaa parimarshtum nasakyathay— 


and poetic justice is the Earthly analogue of Destiny; and 
Kailasam in his ‘‘ Expiation’’, with a touch of real genius, 
identifies the Nishaada whose arrow penetrated the knee of 
Krishna as he lay under a tree contemplating the desirability 
of forsaking his earthly existence, with a SON OF 
EKALAVYA, to whom—according to my genealogical 
tree—Kailasam is the great grandfather. 


What a transformation of the Mahabhaarata episodes! 
But has Kailasam taken any more liberty than Kalidasa has 
done in his Sakuntala? Has Kailasam not given us a 
narrative, in many respects, of high poetic power? It may 
not be fact as given by Vyasa. But was Vyasa giving fact ? 
In poetry there is only one fact: IMAGINATION. And 
Kailasam has given us THAT. 


[ Dr. (Sir) Cattamanchi Ramalinga Reddy, Founder, 
Andhra University, and Pro-Chancellor, Mysore 
University, introduced this playlet, in 1928, as above. 
The play was still in the manuscript stage—not fully 
but—just a scene; Kailasam had given a recital 
off hand of the full play to him, a year earlier.] 


THE IMPETUS 


It is axiomatic that action is the very nature of life. 
The very biological urge of self-preservation forces action 
upon everything that lives and as the “‘ self”? evolves reach- 
ing planes higher and subtler, action gets more and more 
complex calling at every step for greater organisation of its: 
different aspects and greater devotion also. In the animals; 
that have not seen the rosy dawn of reason action is con- 
fined to the physical plane only. Their life sees its fulfil- 
ment if the primitive wants of food and procreation are 
satiated. But man has a higher purpose, a nobler duty to 
perform, for in him a higher aspect of being has revealed 
itself—Reason or Viveka and the preservation of that also 
becomes his duty. Neglect of this simple law of self-- 
preservation on all its planes is criminal and must lead to 
deterioration. Rights are commensurate with duties and go: 
cheek by jowl with them and man who has greater liberty 
in virtue of his reason has greater duties too to himself and! 
to all his environments animate and even inanimate. He: 
must take every possession of his—physical and mental—to) 
the state of perfection or be condemned and punished for’ 
breach of the irrevocable law of nature. He cannot be: 
happy as man if what makes him a man—reason—is not 
fully developed and acted out How then should this new 
power work in and for him? What is the ariving force of 
it? In the gross physical life its demands are too exacting 
to be ignored. The calls of its nature, hunger, thirst, 
sleep, etc., are too strong to be turned a deaf ear to. They 





Vil 


must be and are satisfied, for pain and death threaten the 
one indifferent to them. In the mental plane the demands 
are not so powerful or even palpable. They are not 
threatening to the ordinary human being and are therefore 
often ignored by him but the law is there and he cannot 
escape its wrath though he is blind as he is to see it. The 
duty of perfecting every plane as it comes can never be 
ignored. But creatures—man also amongst them—work by 


impulse or compulsion and when neither is felt there rises 
a tendency to fossilise. 


The duty incumbent cannot be neglected with impunity 
and the impulse or the motive force must be discovered 
that society with its ingredients may not by inanition go to 
rack and ruin. Higher reason has discovered the force to 
drive and has divided it into methods so varied, yet so 
comprehensive, as to suit all temperaments. The law that 
infringement of every law of nature must end in disaster 
should be explained and impressed on the minds of those 
that do not feel the inner urge to act for all-round perfec- 
tion. The great purpose and the unavoidable necessity of 
scientification must be made known that the feeling to act 
may arise in the heart. This done, it will not do for phil- 
Osophy to stop with the abstract part of it for then, should 
all end in mere intellectual revelry. It must pragmatise 
itself and chalk out visible paths to lead to the abstruse 
heights of it. Then only will man g0 beyond the merely 


animal life he leads and do something towards the fulfiJ- 
ment of his life. 


India after the Vedic age lost the power to present its 


mighty philosophy attractively and universally and the 
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result is hair-splitting, tall-talk dogmatism and inaction. 
Philosophy has become an intellectual pastime and religion 
a senseless show of superstitions and fashionable follies. 
Life and its ways are mostly without meaning and how can 
such a nation muster strength enough to face dangers 
threatening from within and outside? Mere dogma, and 
that of an abstruse nature, cannot breathe life into the 
blood of a nation. Practical kindergarten must be thrashed 
out of dry though great philosophy to revivify the day- 
dreamers of our country. ““Love thy neighbour as 
thyself’; ‘*Do unto others as you would be done by” 
can more easily be understood by the present custom- 
beridden and woe-begone children of the sage Aryans than 
Aatmavat Sarvabhootaani or Mamaatma Sarvabhootaatma. 
These latter are broad enough to include the above and 
many more but not clear enough to the gross minds of 
today. They are grand undoubtedly in their universality 
and comprehensiveness but are too subtle when not embodied 
in some man or woman. The life of the saints is the religion 
of the masses and when they are rare great and ennobling 
truths tall flat and as extremes meet people confound Satva 
with Tamas and degrade. The absence of ocular demon- 
stration of the great religion of the Hindus, the failure to 
hold lesser ideals and more intelligible ones to the common- 
ality and the often wrong interpretation of its wonderfully 
aphoristic teachings by dry inexperienced and worldly- 
minded scholars has degraded the religion of the Vedas to 
this extent and what remains of it today is a mere hypo- 
critical show of its symbols whose grand meaning also they 
have forgotten. It is not now Hinduism but a base feudal-. 
ism where a uniformity of barren ceremonials form the 
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summum bonum of the religious faith of the.-individual. That, 
is not all, for human nature cannot destroy the primordial 
one of three gunas init. Rajas is there and in the absence 
of the universally common platform of reason mere dogmat- 
ism has always been fanning feuds which also are not of 
i high and chivalrous order. They are under-hand when 
between the parties themselves or shamefully backed up by 
a third party. Common sense alone can defeudalise fanatic- 
ism. Reason alone can show the purpose of life and of 


even faith in life and by its impetus make it dynamic. 
Tamas cannot die without interest in life and interest can 
never be infused by unintelligible platitudes. Spiritual 
interest is the highest and all-inclusive no doubt but it can- 
not be all popular. Therefore to give the real impetus, 
ideals in tune with the spiritual and also attractive must be 
presented to the people. Any religion which teaches that 
this life is all bad and detestable but fails to give a glimpse 
of that beyond is bound to make its votaries poor and cheer- 
less, dull and miserable which in turn must carry with them 
their active and positive counterparts of jealousy, eccentri- 
city, distrust, fanaticism—and what not—enough to crush any 
nation. Such is the state of Hinduism now and signs of 
degradation are not wanting in spite of frothy conferences. 
In a word, ‘convenience’ makes all our present religion. 
This can take us nowhere. The Musalman and Christian 
has the impetus to work in this desire to proselytise, to 
expand and to govern himself. Turkey is a living example 
of it, but we have none of these. Naa Vishnuh Pruthivi Pathihi 
Is Still there with us and others are too low and unfit to 


learn anything about our religion! And where is the Spiritual 
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impetus ? Only to say it is the grandest can help nobody, 
Thus the Hindu unfit for the realm beyond is also impoten 
in the kingdom below and with his eye fixed on a fruitlessly 
imaginary world beyond has lost love for his neighbour, al 
social virtues and patriotism. Those that can love Goc 
straight away are but a few. The common people mus 
begin with love for the home, society, their country and the 
beautiful world. They must love all these even as Goc 
loves them all. The home, field and cattle-loving Aryans i! 
is that left the wealth of the Vedas to us who with ou 
quasi-renunciation today cannot understand even the eas) 
commentaries of those. It is dangerous to forget this fact 0) 
history. It is the cultivation of the attributes of God onl: 
that can lead us to Him. All else is but a chimaeric hunt. 


[The IMPETUS and the FOREWORD are by Pandit 
Taranath; extracted from Prema—a periodical that 
existed in the early twenties. ] 


FOREWORD 


Drama as something only interesting is too rampant to 
need any introduction, but asa piece of art that is instructive 
in the book and on the board I dare say, does need a 
foreword especially when it seems to have moved off the 
beaten track. Every stageable story that merely tickles and 
excites the audience cannot legitimately be adrama. Even 
as the dawn in its calvidoscopic display of crimson and blue 
has its purpose of heralding the sun, art inits varied and 
beauteous play cannot be without its purpose of presenting 
the light of Wisdom. Divorced from its purpose it is more 
destructive than educative. 


The author has made a new departure not only from 
the usual method but also from the facts stated in the Maha 
Bhaarata and rightly too, for drama to deserve the name 
cannot present itself like history.  Itjhas not only to show 
the past but also to softly and insensibly suggest a worthy 
future. It has not only to reveal the past of a people but to 
interpret it to help them with inspiration to build a future 
worthy of it. The author has in his beautiful work both the 


purpose and the fulfilment and I leave the reader to realise 
them in his own way. 


‘THe Eprror’ 


[ Courtesy: Pandit Taranath, Editor, Prema] 


Synopsis 

The episode chosen is from the Sabha Parva of the epic: 

Maha &haarata, pertaining to Ekalavya, the Nishaada hunter’ 

boy, who offers his thumb as Gurudakshina to Drona-: 

achaarya, his Guru, to enable him fulfil his promise to) 
his other prince-pupil Paartha. 

* * * 





The play opens when the Kuru princes, a hundred and 
six of them are being taught their lessons by a renowned 
Brahmana, Dronaachaarya. 


Bheeshma, the patriarch of the Kuru House, visits the 
grounds. He is already getting tired of a dragged out 
existence. Word given to his mother Sathyavathi that he: 
would live to see the Kuru House ensconced on the throne: 
was it, that restrained him passing out of this world.. 
Drona and Bheeshma talk on. It is becoming clear to 
Bheeshma day by day that the young princes growing up) 
under Drona would become potent powers of destruction) 
and no more. That would be the use of all this training: 
but as for the Purpose, ’’ He knows the purpose of it all, 
not we! Wecan only guess, but then, fear to guess aright!” 
winds up Bheeshma. Knowing that the end of the Kuru 
House before his very eyes is certain, Bheeshma would like 
it to be hastened. He is tired and wants a long and final 
rest. 


Sauntering in the grounds, he meets Paartha at practice, , 
tells him he should avoid all ambitions of a personal kind ; 
directs him to learn quickly and exits. 
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Paartha is at practice, Drona is teaching him ; Ekalavya 
enters, meets him alone and explains the purpose of his 
wanting to become the greatest archer in the world. Drona 
develops profound respect for this boy and would fain teach 
him “if he had the time and were free to teach him.” 
But ‘“‘a whole-hearted willingness on the part of the Guru to 
teach his pupil’’ is all that Ekalavya wants, gets it, runs 
back overjoyed to his forest home. 


7% % * 


Seven years pass. Paartha is acclaimed the greatest 
archer in the world. Guru and pupil are casually on a 
walk one morning and stray into Ekalavya’s forest. Both 
are astounded to see an archer wielding his bow and arrow 
to an extent “‘beyond even the Guru’s imagination!” It is 
discovered Ekalavya’s Guru is also Drona, not in the flesh, 
not in person, but as a clay image. Paartia is enraged that 
his Guru has not kept his promise to him now; taunts the 
Guru; calls hima liar. To shut Paartha’s mouth for ever, 
and save his Guru, a renowned Braahmana, from the 
ignominy of being called a liar, Ekalavya cuts off his own 
thumb and offers it to the Guru as his Dakshina. 


Persone 





BHEESHMA The Patriarch of the Royal Kuru House 

ARJUNA 

NAKULA i. Bheeshma’s Grandchildren) 

SAHADEVA | a 

DRONAACHAARYA Preceptor to the princes; 

EKALAVYA A Nishaada (Non-Aryan) Boy 
Period 


The Sabha Parva of THE MAHA BHAARATA 


These scenes and words you ’ll see, you ’ll hear, 
I’ve seen and heard before, 
As king or priest, poltroon or peer, 
Somewhere...... Somewhen of yore! 
—KAILASAY 


THE PURPOSE 


ACT ONE 
Place: Tuk Roysat ArHietTic Grounps: Hastina 


Discovered: 

In the Background: Stalwart Youths at Mace and Sword 
exercise. 

In the Mid-Ground: Arjuna practising with bow, his target 
swung by a tree-branch. 

In the Fore-Ground: Dronaachaarya with Nakula and 
Sahadeva; The former with a riding whip and the 
latter with a bow taller than his own self. 


Sahadeva—( with a wry face) Gurujee! I cannot use 
this bow! It is too big for me! I cannot even lift it ! 


Drona—( Feigning astonishment) Bow too big for you ? 
But my little man, you seem to forget you are a Kshatriya! 
Why, no bow in the world is really too big for a Kshatriya 
—not only to lift, but to bend, string and shoot with ! 


Sahadeva—( With a more pinched face ) 1 AM remember- 
ing | am a Kshatriya, Gurujee! But (Straining at the bow) 
this is too big and I canNOT lift it ! 


Drona—Oh! You mean YOU are not big enough to 
lift it? 


Sahadeva—( Puzzled) It is the same thing, I suppose? 


Drona—‘‘Same thing’ ? By no means?: For, if it is the 
bow that is too big for you, no one can make that BOW 


2 Kailasam 


smaller ; but if it is YOU that is not big enough and strong 
enough to lift and use that bow...you can make yourself big 
enough and strong enough...can you not ? 


Sahadeva—( Stragglingly) 1 suppose I can. 


Drona—‘‘Suppose”’?? Why of course you can: Look at 
your big brother yonder! Last week he made out that his 
GADA was too big for him. But now it turns out it was 
HE that was not strong enough then to lift it! For look, he 
is wielding the SAME gada as it were a flower! And you 
know where Bheemasena has been these past eleven days ? 


Sahadeva—I know! The Vyayaamasaala ! 


Drona—Yes. And that is where you will spend your 
next eleven days. (Looks at Nakula for a moment and looks 
away ) YOU will do the same too. Nakula! 


Nakula—( Startled) 1, Gurujee! Why? 


Drona—(Still looking away) You thought perhaps that 
I was not watching you this morning whilst you were riding 
at day-break ! But I was!...The MANE of a horse, Nakula! 
...( Nakula bites the tip of his tongue guiltily)...is not meant 
for the rider to hold on to...unless he be a...{ meeting 
Nakula’s eyes) FRIGHTENED HORSEMAN! 


Nakula—(Scandalised) “FRIGHTENED”! I was NOT 
frightened, Guruiee! It was not fright that made me...do 
5. wh ateuls.} ids 


Drona—What was it then made you...do...what...you 
...did ? 





Purpose 3 


Nakala—I held on to the mane because...] did not want 
to slip off that very very big horse! ...the horse was really 
much too big for me, Gurujee ! 


Drona—( Feigning disgust and anger) “‘ Horse much too 
big’?! And you are a Kshatriya! And to think I have just 
told your little brother that...I mean... 


Nakula—( /nterrupting) I KNOW what you mean... 
Gurujee...! 


Drona—And what do I mean? 


Nakula— You mean, Gurujee. I must never forget I am 
a Kshatriya! And that no bow in the world...[ mean, no 
HORSE in the world is really too big for a Kshatriya to 
lift . 1 mean, to RIDE without holding the mane; that it 
was not the horse that was too big...as no one can mike 
that horse smaller...but it was I that was not big enough 
and strong enough...soa MANDALA for me too in the 
Vyaayaamasaala...and when I come back... 


Drona—( Suppressing a smile) ......... » a. paerre It is 
CHATHURTHEE today; and even as you can watch the 
MOON wax bigger and brighter every night—so must you 
watch your limbs and frame grow bigger and stronger every 
day...and on POORNIMA DAY—when your Royal Grand- 
sire comes to visit us...... you, Nakula, will be riding his big 
big, very very big, but—‘never never much TOO big” war 
horse DEERGHAKESHA, (adding significantly )—without 
holding the mane! And you, ( to Sahadeva)—my little hero, 
will not only be lifting this bow, but bending it, stringing it 
and shooting with it! 
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Sahadeva—-( Clapping his hands) Will 1, Gurujee !? 


Drona—Of course you will Now, my little men, run 
away and start your SAADHANAAS this very now ! 


( The two start to leave by the exit on the right ) 


Nakula—( Out of ear-shot of Drona, looking over his: 
shoulder at Drona...speaks in sulky notes) “‘ FRIGHTENED” 
am I? Why, POORNIMA DAY will show what I really: 
AM! Whilst riding Thaathaajee’s Horse I shall make: 
Gurujee gaze aghast! 


Sahadeva—Why, are you going to ride—( dropping his: 
voice )—without holding the mane ? 


Nakula—(/ndignantly) ‘* The mane’’! Why you silly! I 
am going to ride without holding the REINS! “Frightened” 
AM I! (The Two Extt 4 


ENTER BHEESHMA ON THE LEFT 


Bheeshma—( With palms toxether and interlaced fingers )} 
Prostrations Aachaarya ! 


Drona—( Slightly inclining his head) God’s Blessings 
on you, Gaangeya! Out at this hour? Why, what brings 
you away from the Sabhaa so early ? 


Bhecshma—What was there ever in the Sabhaa to keep 
me in at all! ( Casting a look at fore and mid grounds ) How’ 
are your pupils ?...Learning ? 


Drona—M’ yes; S’steadily...but...S’slowly... 


Bheeshma—(/n a sudden fit of impatience) ‘Slowly’ ? 
But it must not be “‘slowly’! Forgive me, Aachaarya but! 
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the sooner they are fitted for the purpose which ts no more 
than a haze to me, the sooner shall we both earn the rest 
that I at least crave for! Iam tired, Aachaarya, tired of 
body, mind and soul! I want rest! A long and final rest ! 


Drona—( With knit brows) The purpose of all this 
training, no more but a “‘haze”’ ? 


Bheeshma —Aye, a “* haze’’...... what else ? To realise the 
purpose is to realise HIM...( Raises his eyes aloft)...for He 
knows the PURPOSE of it all, not we? We know but the 
USE of all this training. As for the FINAL PURPOSE of 
it all...we can only guess! 


Drona—‘‘Use”’? ‘‘ Purpose’’? ‘“‘Guess’’? I do not 
understand ! 

Bheeshma—You do not? (Sweeping the mid and fore 
grounds with his arm) Then look, I beseech you! Onlya 
few more years under you, Aachaarya, and those soft little 
shoulders of SUYODHANA and BHEEMASENA will in 
time turn to mighty masses of muscle ever itching to crush 
the skulls of thousands! Only a few more years under you, 
Aachaarya, and those creeper soft arms of Arjuna, will turn 
to bands of steel ever thirsting to send out fiery shafts to 
slake their thirst in the blood of thousands! Thus under 
your care and training, each one of these tender striplings 
wili in time turn to-potent powers of DESTRUCTION? 
THIS and only this, is the USE of all this training! As for 
the Purpose, the final PURPOSE of it all, we may only 
guess ! And in guessing, fear to guess aright ! 

Drona—*‘ Fear’ !,—to guess aright? And what does 
your guess foretell? 
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Bheeshma—Aachaarya, it foretells EXTINCTION!: 
The total extinction of the whole House of Kuru at its OWN 
hands! You are amazed, Aachaarya! Then list, I beg of you: 
** Gnatischet—-analena kim?” is a saying which truthfully 
foretells the fate of every house on earth! And of my 
House too! 


WITH THIS POOR CHILDREN CURSED WITH 
THE CRADLE — DOOM OF COUSINLY HATE,...... 
WITH THEIR FOREBEARS AND FATHERS TAKING 
SIDES IN THIS. FATAL EEUD; WITH THE SABuAw 
ITSELF SERVING BUT TQ SEVER AND NOT SECURE 
THEIR BOND OF BLOOD, TO INFLAME AND NOT 
TO INHUME THE EMBERS OF THEIR JEALOUSY}, and 
over all these,: WITH THIS TRAINING OF YOURS 
FITTING- THEM BUT. TO GIVE. FREE “VEN Iee Te 
RHELRY REELING SOR TALE oe what else may my guess 
foretell Aachaarya, but the total extirpation of the whole 
Clan of the Kurus...at the hands of its own scions! Brood- 
ing night and day over this dreaded end, my one prayer now 
is to realise how far, I, whose ONE task in a long life HAS 
BEEN THE PROTECTION of my House—whose one plea 
for a dragged out life HAS BEEN THE PERPETUATION 
of my house, have none the less been a CONSCIOUS 
HELPER in this HOLOCAUST THAT HANGS over my 
HOUSE! (Hangs his head down and buries his agonized face 
in his hands) 


Drona—(Consolingly) But, Gaangeya, this is all but a 
guess! And this disaster...this danger that you speak of! 
is by no means a CERTAINTY ? 
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Bheeshma—(Bitterly) No, Aachaerya, it is by no means 
a CERTAINTY! And yet, it is the very UNCERTAINTY of 
it leaves one standing helpless, inert. In the NOONTIDE 
of CERTITUDE one can calmly face the direst peril, for 
danger has least terrors when it is SEEN, KNOWN, 
UNDERSTOOD: what dread one feels, dies out when at 
death—grips with danger—buins out in the fire of fight! In 
the DARKNESS of NESCIENCE even with the danger UN- 
SEEN and UNKNOWN, one can still sally forth bravely in 
blind faith and desperate Hope! But what chills one’s blood 
—numbs one’s limbs and deadens one’s WILL to fight — is 
the helpless hopeless groping in the GLOAMING of 
UNCERTAINTY in which the danger neither reveals its 
true form, nor shuts itself fully out of sight, nor does it yet 
refuse to assume whatever shapes our fear gives it! This, 
Aachaarya, is the “‘haze’’ I spoke of. The haze of UN- 
CERTAINTY in which is shrouded the PURPOSE of all this 
training, the USE of which alone we know! (Jn a tone of 
summing up) We are play-acting in scenes, Aachaarya, 
whose every line we KNOW without knowing the PUR- 
PORT of THE PLAY! We are walking on paths, Aachaarya, 
every step of which we KNOW without knowing the 
PURPOSE of THE JOURNEY ! 


Drona—And yet, Gaangeya, it is not for ME to remind 
YOU that before all (raising his eyes alofi) — HE knows the 
Purpose of it all, not we! We may, at very best, but labour 
...no more...and leave the rest to HIM! 


Bheeshma—(/n impassioned tones) I was not forgetting it, 
Aachaarya! But feeling as I do, that the fulfilment or frust- 
 fation of MY object in my life’s labour...the sweetness or 
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bitterness of the fruit of My labour...runs hand in hand 
with HIS PURPOSE IN MY LABOUR...... it is hard 
Aachaarya, to stifle my qualms for the one and my fears of 
the other...and give my heart and mind to my labour alone! 
As for LABOUR by itself! [am no stranger to work...hard| 
work! You do not know my life, Aachaarya!, you are: 
young yet! But you mayhap know OF it: It has been: 
nothing but work, work, work, ALL MY LIFE! Work of no) 
PROFIT to my own self, work of no JOY to my own self—-. 
and even the frail delusion that my work has at least been: 
of use to my House—even that is broken! 


The arduousness of my task hath never yet deterred my 
hand from my work; The joylessness of it hath never yet: 
abated my ardour in my work; And now even the helpless- 
ness of all my efforts ever averting the carnage of cousins 
that awaits the Kuru Clan, cannot by itself hold me back 
from my work! But to have inordinately dragged out a: 
hapless life with the avowed purpose of placing my house: 
on a permanent plinth, only to realise at this stage, that 
every single brick I lay to STRENGTHEN the plinth serves 
but to DISLODGE several others already laid—and to have 
yet to continue a task which can end only in razing my 
House to the ground—is hard, Aachaarya, hard! 
















TO FEEL.THAT ONE’S LABOUR JIS IN ITSELF 
THE VERY CAUSE THAT EMBITTERS THE FRUI 
OF ONE’S LABOUR AND STILL TO HAVE TO CON- 
TINUE TO LABOUR—is hard, Aachaarya, hard! 


And yet I somehow feel, that hard as it all is...I must 
blind my mind to the end of it all and...work...work...work 
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to the very last! You did well in reminding me what I had 
NOT forgotten: that before all HE KNOWS THE 
PURPOSE OF IT ALL! Not we! 


And now, I will do well to remember what I HAD for- 
gotten: that after all...BITTER OR SWEET, THE FRUIT 
OF ALL MY LABOUR IS HIS; not mine! AND WHAT 
HAS BEEN—WHAT TO THE VERY LAST WILL BE— 
REALLY MINE IS BUT THE LABOUR...NO MORE! 


I am now ciear, Aachaarya, that it was the pre-assumed 
ownership of the fruit of my labour—my fancied right to 
the harvest of my toils, that harboured in me THESE 
FEELINGS OF JOY & SORROW, HOPE & FEAR, 
PRIDE & DESPAIR—FEELINGS that have now perished 
of themselves...since I have discovered that, IT IS HIS and 
HIS ALONE TO REAP...and MINE BUT TO TILL AND 
SOW! No more! But whatever be the end of it all, 
Aachaarya, let it be soon! Do expedite your part of the 
task! Iam tired and want a long and final rest! Now you 
know why I was irritated at the tardy progress of your 
pupils! ( His eyes wander and suddenly alight on Arjuna; In 
a tone of annoyance) Look at Little Arjuna! With his trunk 
still and stiff as wood...... he will never shoot without tiring 
soon! He...( Checks himself and smiling apologetically to 
Drona) Forgive me, Aachaarya, for decrying the efforts of 
him whom my grandchild SUYODHANA speaks of as your 
FAVOURITE PUPIL! 


Drona—( Smiling but obviously disturbed) ‘* My Favour- 
ite Pupil? ’’ But I have no favourite pupil! I have never 
given the others the least cause to...but...Gaangeya...... you 
understand ! 
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Bheeshma—I understand, Aachaarya, but I did mention 


it to point out to you the difficulties in YOUR task! 
( Laughs and Drona joins) 


Drona—Quite so Gaangeya, you did right ! 


Bheeshma—I am wondering, Aachaarya, what upset me 
this morning! I seemed to have quite lost my temper this 
morning ! 


Drona—( Smiling and feigning astonishment ) “‘ Lost your 


temper’?! I did never know that you ever did possess: 
a temper to lose at all! 


Bheeshma—Nor did I, Aachaarya! Yet I seemed to 
have suddenly grown one and lost it quite as suddenly too!! 
( Both laugh boisterously ) 1 suspect it was The Sabhaa that: 
disturbed my mind this morn! 





Drona—What happened in the Sabhaa this morning ? 









Bheeshma—What is it does happen EVERY morning? 
Talk, talk, nothing but talk; ceaseless, senseless, talk and 
all out of ONE MOUTH all the time! Aachaarya, when 
sightless man ever intent on making up for his failing by: 
ceaseless talk insists on his hearers being dumb just when 
they want to be deaf, it provides an excuse even for a very 
very old man like me to newly grow a temper and to los 
it before he ever makes it his own! ( Both laugh ) 


Drona— Yes, Gaangeya, that is the Sabhaa today !! 


Bheeshma— ( Sighing sadly ) Yes, Aachaarya, that is the 
Sabhaa TODAY ! (Stepping back, brings his palms together 
Prostrations, Aachaarya and with your permission, I shal 
join my little ones for a while! 
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Drona—( Bowing ) Certainly, Gaangeya, You know you 
are welcome ! 


BHEESHMA MOVES TO THE MID-GROUND AND JOINS ARJUNA 


Arjuna—( Turning round, advances and prostrates himself 
before Bheeshma) Prostrations, Taataajee ! 


Bheeshma—( Raises the boy; throwing both arms round 
him draws hin to hinself; kissing his forehead holds him at 
arm’s length, looks him in the eyes and addresses him in 
breezy notes) Blessings my budding bowman! But you will 
never bloom into a better until you better the bearing of 
your body whilst at bowcraft! How long have you been at 
it today? All the morn ? 


Arjuna—lI started practice but a few ghatikas ago. 


Bheeshma—What? A few ghatikas of practice, and you 
are gasping for breath already! ( Admonishingly ) This will 
never do, Paartha ? 

Arjuna—Perhaps Taataajee, I am not strong enough yet 


to practise longer without tiring! I am sure I'll do better 
and better each day! 


Bheeshma—No, you will not! At least not while you 
lay the brunt of your work on just your arms! That’s what 
wearies you so soon! 


Arjuna—But, Taataajee, surely it is the arms that do 
the work at archery! ? 


Bheeshma— Yes, little one, the arms do the work, but 
not unaided: You must use the weight of your body to save 


your arms from the full strain of your work ? 
4 
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Arjuna—(Musing aloud) *‘ Use the weight of my body ’’% 
J wonder how ?...... ( With a sudden light of enlightenment ir 
his eyes) 1 seem to remember Gurujee telling me something 
about it! But I could not follow him...... 


Bheeshma—‘‘ Could not follow your Guru ’’? Perhaps 
you did not listen to him as closely as you should have 
done. Do not forget to ask him again, for he can explain 
far betser than l ever can! Anyhow, the way to use the 
weight of your body is not to stand still and stiff as you da 
whilst at work: you must swing, little one, you must swing! 
( Taking Arjuna by his shoulders and suiting action to word! 
swings the boy to and fro) to and fro! The perfect archer’: 
body—whilst at work—swings apace with each draw of! 
string and throw of shaft, as gracefully asa LOTUS NODS 
SYMPATHY WiTH EACH BREATH OF WIND THAT 
SIGHS ACROSS THE LAKE! You WILL remember this; 
will you not ? 





Arjuna—Yes, Taataajee! Why I shall HAVE to remem- 
ber it, as it is my personal ambition to be the most famous 





archer of all time! 


heeshma— (Startled at the word “ Personal’: With 
pained face and stern voice) My child, you must avoic 
altogether all ambitions of a “‘personal” kind! The mar 
with a personal ambition, brings OUT OF HIMSELF only 
such and so much of the POWERS WITHIN HIM as will 
serve to achieve his selfish ends—leaving the rest of the 
powers within himself to lie still, to lie behind, to lie 
waste !: He limits, bounds, the work of powers within him) 
the possibilities of which for the world’s good are really 
boundless, limitless! Buta thirst for achicvement, withou! 
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any ‘personal’? ambition, when fully slaked, brings out all 
the powers within one’s self into full play and to the full 
profit of the world! The ‘““ PERSONALLY ” ambitious man, 
while enriching himself by but a LITTLE that will not be 
his for long, doth really rob the world of MUCH that is the 
World’s OWN by RIGHT! And that, Paartha, you know, is 
unrighteous ! Is all this clear to you? 


Arjuna—Yes, Taataajee, quite clear. Perhaps I should 
have been tight if I had said that [ want,to attain perfection 
at archery ? 


Bheeshma —( Smiling) No, you would still have been in 
the wrong! One never ATTAINS perfection, Paartha! One 
becomes PERFECTION ITSELF! If perfection existed as 
something WITHOUT you, OUTSIDE you...you would be 
right in wanting to run after it-to overtake it-to grasp It-to 
ATTAIN it! But PERFECTION, Paartha, is WITHIN you, 
within ME-within EVERY ONE OF US LIVING BEINGS! 
And knowledge-TRUE KNOWLEDGE-is the means to 
realize this perfection, to BECOME it in fact! And the ONE 
ONE man in this WHOLE WHOLE world who can EDU- 
CATE this...perfection OUT of you—LEAD this perfection 
OUT of you—into your fully BECOMING it and to the 
FULL PROFIT TO THE WORLD...is your GURU ! (Point- 
ing at Drona) Love HIM; Obey HIM; hang on HIS lips; 
follow HIS lead! TRUE KNOWLEDGE is too vast and too 
deep an ocean, Paartha, to fully tread and to fully trans- 
verse unaided and unguided by aGURU! Hence, never for- 
get that LOVE TO ONE’S GURU IS THE SOLE WAY TO 
BECOMING PERFECTION! Am I clear, Paartha! 
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Arjuna—Aye, Taataajee ! 


Bheeshma—( Stroking the boy's head) That’s right, 
little one! And in the meanwhile, what you do learn....... 
you must learn quickly! And here again LOVE TO ONE’S: 
GURU, WHILST IT WIDENS AND DEEPENS ONE’S: 
LEARNING, ALSO HASTENS THE LEARNING OF 
IT! So you will so love your Guru as to lose your own self 
in him, will you not ? 


Arjuna—Yes Taataajee, I will. 
Bheeshma—That’s right, my little one; now I must 


leave you to your work and see what my other little ones 
are doing! 


Arjana—( Prostrating ) Prostrations, Taataajee! 


Bheeshma—God’s blessings on you, Little one! ( Raises 
the boy; kisses his forehead; sighing deeply and smiling 
sadly, releases the boy; turning slowly round, stalks dignifiedl) 
towards the background where he is lost to sight amid the 





crowd of royal yourls there ) 
Arjuna—( Raising his voice ) GURUJEE! 
Drona—What is it Paartha ? 


Arjuna—( Dolefully ) I am in trouble, Gurujee! 


Drona—( [rritated) You usually are! What trouble i: 
it this time ? 


Arjuna—The old trouble, Gurujee!: Tiredness of m 
arms very soon after start of practice! Taataajee Bheeshm: 
said something about using the weight of my body to hol 
my arms...... 


| 
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Drona—( Stepping up to Arjuna addresses him in a strident 
voice) ‘‘ Taataajee Bheeshma said...” ! Why, you forgetful 
boy, I have been dinning the very same thing into your 
unheeding ears all these months and spent whole days 
together explaining it all to you and you forget every bit of 
it and stand before your target just as much of a novice as 
you were the day you started your archery ! 


Arjuna—( Plaintively ) Forgive me Gurujee, but I really 
cannot make out how all the lessons you so kindly teach me 
...Slip out of my mind... 


Drona—YOU CANNOT...Paartha! But I CAN! The 
true trouble with you is that your AIM is wrong, altogether 
wrong! 

Arjuna—*‘ My aim wrong’’? But I always aim at my 
target, Gurujee, straight atit! 

Drona—Oh! I am not talking of your target! I mean 
the AIM...the MAIN AIM...the MAIN PURPOSE with 
which you are learning... THAT is what is at fault! 


Arjuna—‘“‘My main aim in learning Archery’’?...Well...! 


Drona—Your AIM, Paartha, is just this: TO ATTAIN 
FAME AS AN ARCHER! No more! Every moment you 
spend at work, your mind is FULLER of thoughts of the 
DAY WHEN YOU’LL BE ACCLAIM’D AS THE VERY 
GREATEST ARCHER OF ALL TIMES, than of thoughts 
of the work itself! Be honest now, and confess that I am 
right ! 

Arjuna—( Dropping his eyes) Yes, Gurujee, you are 
right. 
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Drona—And that is why you’re making poor progress: 
Your mind BRIMtUL OF THOUGHTS OF BUT THE 
GUERDON FOR YOUR WORK HAS LITTLE ROOM 
FOR THOUGHTS OF YOUR WORK ITSELF! In sooth, 
you area **KAARMI” in the adhama sense of the word! 


Arjuna —( Reiterating) ‘“‘ Kaarmi”’...... in the adhama 
sense? What sense is that Gurujee ? 


Drona—KARMANAA SWAARTHAHA...a man whose 
labour is no more but MEANS to GAIN HIS SELFISH 
ENDS! If I had started MY bowcrafi at the feet of my 
Guru with that aim...[ should have never learnt to lift a 
bow, let alone shoot a bolt! 


Arjuna—But Gurujee, I seem to remember having heard 
you speak of your own self as a “‘Kaarmi’’ too! 


Drona—Yes, but thai was in the madhyama sense! 
KARMA EVA ARTHAHA; He whose labour IS IN LTSELF 
THE END AND AIM of his labour! 


Arjuna—And even that is only the madhyama sense? Is 
there then, an uttama sense to the word, Gurujee ? 


Drona—Yes! KARMANAA PARAARTHAHA: He 
whose one aim in his labour is that OTHERS MIGHT 
REAP THE HARVEST OF HIS TOILS WITHOUT THE 
LEAS. PROFIT TO HIMSELF! This, Paartha, is the 
RIGHTEOUS AIM. 


Arjuna—I quite understand, Gurujee! And yet I cannot 
but feel and think that for one to toil and moil all one’s life 
only that others might reap the harvest WITHOUT. THE 
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LEAST PROFIT TO ONE’S OWN SELF...... however 
righleous it sounds...seems sc unreasonable...cruel...does it 
not, Gurujee ? 

Drona—( Shocked) ‘‘ Unreasonable’? “Cruel”? 
Paartha...RIGHTEOUSNESS is ruled neither by KIND- 
NESS nor REASON! ( Svares at Arjuna for fully a moment, 
sighs deeply and resumes in a most earnest voice) Perhaps it 
is yet too early in your life for me to speak to you of this... 
but...but...... nevertheless mark my words and indite them 
indelibly in your mind! If ever in your after life it is given 
to you to creep close enough to RIGHTEOUSNESS, you 
will then realise, Paartha, that when RIGHTEOUSNESS 
rules rampant, REASON grovels in the dust! When 
RIGHTEOUSNESS sits the Throne...... A TRING 2i2 33. 
REASON $starves, shamed and unmanned: an EXILE! 
You will THEN realise, Paartha, that RIGHTEOUSNESS 
is neither Right nor yet Wrong; neither Kind nor yet 
Bartel...sss.0. but that RIGHTEOUSNESS is BUT JUST 
STRONG—IMPREGNABLY.. INEXORABLY STRONG! 
( Carried away by the intensity of the emotion that has appa- 
rently mastered him for the monent, he grasps Arjuna by the 
Shoulders and shaking him in the manner of a lion...... an 
impudent fox...thunders out) YOU POOR SELF-OBSESSED 
CHILD, YOU WILL THEN REALISE THAT RIGHT- 
EOUSNESS IS GOD! ( Overwhelmed by Drona’s outburst, 
_ Arjuna shudders in fear: Drona gradually recovers his equani- 
mity, releases hold of Arjuna and steps back a pace ; affected 
by Arjuna’s abject and cowed mien, resumes ina palliative tone) 
lam sorry, Paartha, if I have bewildered and overwhelmed 
you! But then, it teaches you the sacrilege of speaking 
lightly of subjects far far above your yet young head! 
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INOW san let us to work. If you have grasped now at least 
Todt 60 CXCel IMvarCiely.:... you must give your ears entirely 
to my words, your eyes to your target, your frame and limbs 
to your bow and shaft, and your unruffled mind to all the 
threeds..4: all this talk of mine will not have been in vain! 
Now, let me watch you shoot as you have been doing al! 
this morning...... that I may see alJ your errors that want 
correcting. And once again, do not forget: your whole 
mind is drowned in archery; your eyes are riveted to the 
target and your ears glued to my voice and your frame and 
limbs feel but your bow—bowstring—and shaft! Now start’ 
( Arjuna starts on his task, his torso and limbs as stiff anc 
taut as before ; Drona is engrossed in closely watching him, 
UNNOTICED BY EITHER, EKALAVYA enters on the lef! 
at the foremost part of the fore-ground ) 


Ekalavya—( Looking all around him) This DOES look 
like the place Mother spoke of: *‘ A wide vast grassy play- 
ground—with bejewelled and beautifully dressed handsome 
young princes at bow, sword and mace exercises...being 
taught their lessons by a tall and noble looking Brahmana’”’ 
is how SHE descrived it! And it all fits in every bit’ 
( His eyes rest on Drona and Arjuna; startled at the sight, he 
speaks to himself in notes of consternation) Oh! Surely 
THAT cannot be the Great Dronacharya who is to help me 
become the greatest archer in the world! Why, his pupil 1 
shooting in worse style than even a novice, and the tutor 1 
watching him without a murmur of protest. No no! He IS 
saying something!! (Jnclines his ear to catch Drona’s wor 















to Arjuna ) 
Drona—-As you are now shooting, Paartha, you ar 
holding your body stiff; toe to neck, stiff...inert...as IRON 
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whilst most of the time it must be pliant...supple as STEEL! 
Now listen: with your feet fixed firmly on the ground, but 
your heels off it—your two legs must pass and repass the 
weight of your body from foot to foot which while 
your frame should swing fore, back, and fore again 
timing ITS swings with throw of body weight, draw of string 
and release of shaft. Now try and put my words into 
practice. (Arjuna tries with but indifferent success; Drona 
watches him with an annoyed look on his face ) 


Ekalavya—( With a fascinated look) Oh! Wonderful! It 
might be HE after all! (Stops and stoops to listen again ) 


Drona—No, Paartha, you are not righted yet! Let me 
go over it all once again in detail! ( Approaches his pupil and 
resumes ina slow and convincing manner particularising each 
practical detail at length) Now first stand with your left foot 
infront! (£kalavya in the foreground—out of earshot of the 
other two—stiil unnoticed by them, follows the whole series of 
the movements as diciated by Drona as faithfully as Arjuna 
himself) Raise the heels of both feet: now rest the whole 
of your weight on your fore foot—the left; and now bend 
your head, neck and body forward...that is right! Extend 
your left arm, the hand grasping the bow firmly; extend 
the right arm, the thumb grasping the string firmly, the 
fingers gripping both the string and the butt of the shaft 
piaced in position on the string. Now retain that position 
until you have fully memorised it. (Pauses for fully a 
minute ) You have? Now then, instead, as you have hitherto 
been doing, of bending JUST your right arm to draw the 


string, SWING BACK YOUR TRUNK, NECK AND 
5 
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HEAD as you are drawing the string—TIMING BOTH! 
THESE MOVEMENTS WITH THE PASSING OF YOUR! 
WEIGHT FROM YOUR FOREFOOT—the left TO! 
YOUR HIND FOOT—the right! ( Arjuna—before Drona’s 
eyes, and Ekalavya—behind Drona's back strictly follow, 
Drona’s instructions) That is correct! Now repeat the: 
movements over and over again till you have mastered! 
every detail and made it all your very very own! ( Arjuna’ 
does accordingly ) 


Ekalavya—(As he—unnoticed—follows the movements > 
in tones of ecstacy ) Of course, this MUST BE THE GREAT’ 
DRONAACHAARYA! Who else could in a few moments: 
and with a few words turn a novice into a good archer !! 
That boy, Paartha looks a skilful archer already! Why, I 
am better myself for listening to him and foilowing his: 
words! (Instinctively following Arjuna’s suit, goes once againi 
through the movements...d2sisting...with a ring of conviction ini 
his voice) HOW EASY HE MAKES IT ALL! YES, 
SWINGING OF ONE’S BODY DOES HELP THE ARM 
AND TIRES IT LESS !! One can shoot almost a whole day. 
without tiring! Hark! The great man speaks! I must not 
miss a word! 





Drona —( Watching Arjuna with a satisfied look) Yes, 
that is faultless. Now, tell me, Paartha, how big is the tree 
that your target is swung from ? 


Arjuna—( Without looking up and still going through his) 
movements) Tree? I see no tree! I only see a black spot... 
the centre of my target... 
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Drona—Does the clash of swords from your far side 
disturb you at all? 


Arjuna—( Still intent on his work) Clash? I hear no 
clash! I only hear a voice...your voic>... 


Drona—lIs this strong Sunshine tiring you? 


Arjuna—( Still absorbed in his work and without looking 
up) I do not know! I cannot tell!! I only feel the smarting 
rub of the bowstring on my arm! 


Drona—{ Clapping his hands) This is splendid! You can 
Stop now and rest awhile! ( Arjuna leaves his practice ) 


Arjuna—But tell me, Gurujee, what made the tree in- 
visible to my eyes whilst I was practising? I can now see 
both the trees and the target ! 


Drona—( Smiling) Do you not yet know? Well then, 
what made you deaf to the loud clash of swords from 
yonder? You can hear them now! Again, what made you 
callous to the powerful sun rays that are scorching the very 
ground we stand upon? IT IS NO LESS A THING THAN 
CONCENTRATION!; AN ABSOLUTELY NECESSARY 
ELEMENT TO ONE’S PROGRESS IN ANY STUDY. 
And the perfect archer, if he is really CONCENTRATING 
can see nothing but his target; hear nothing but the swish 
of his shaft; feel nothing but the rub of bowstring on his 
arm; think nothing but thoughts of his Guru! THIS IS 
CONCENTRATION, Paartha ! 


Ekalavya—( Reiterating with effort) CON...CEN...TRA- 
---TION...is it? I must remember that! He speaks! (Listens 
again ) 
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Drona—Now that you have mastered the correct move- 
ments in archery and also proved your ability to concen- 
trate, 1am more hopeful of making a useful archer of you 
than I ever was! 


Arjuna—‘‘ Useful Archer ’” ? Why, Gurujee, I want to 
become the greatest archer in the world! 
Ekalavya—( Sotto Voce) WHAT, HE TOO? What is 


his reason... wonder ? 


Drona—I do not see why you should not become the 
greatest archer in the world, Paartha!, as hereafter, it is all 
in your own hands. 


Ekalavya—( Sotto Voce) If in his own hands...perhaps 


in my own too! 


Arjuna—You mean, Gurujee, that with correct move- 
ments and with ability to concentrate, anyone can become 
the greatest archer in the world? 


Drona—No, Paartha, a deep and fervent love for one’s 
Guru is also an essential element. 


Arjuna—Of course you know I love you, Gurujee ! 
Ekalavya—( Unhesitatingly ) And I adore him too! 


Drona—In your own interests, Paartha, I hope that you 
do love me! 


Arjuna—Then Gurujee, these three things ensure perfec- 
tion in archery, do they not? 


Drona—By no means, Paartha! There is yet another 
element equally essential; but in your own case it goes 
without saying that you fully possess it! 
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Ekalavya—( Bewildered) YET ANOTHER ELEMENT? 
And that boy fully possesses it? I wonder what it is! 
Perhaps I possess it too! 


Arjuna— What is the fourth element, Gurujee? 


Drona—The fourth necessary factor, Paartha, is a 
whole-hearted willingness on the part of the Guru to teach 
his pupil! In your case you have fully possessed it since the 
very moment you started tuition under me; (stroking 
Arjuna’s head) You know, I love to teach you! Now that 
you are equipped with a complete mastery over the 
GROUNDWORK of archery, a full command of concentra- 
tion whilst at work, a fervent devotion to your Guru and 
his love to teach you...... practice, assiduous practice, will 
complete your bowmanship ! 


Ekalavva—( Dolefully) So it is not all in my hands 
after all! His love to teach me! That is the ‘element’ I 
want! ‘‘A whole-hearted willingness on the part of the 
Guru to teach his pupil” is how he described it! Hark! 

( Listens again ) 


Arjuna—Oh yes, ‘‘Practice’’ of course!, And in the 
manner that you taught me just now...Is that what you call 
* THE GROUNDWORK ” of archery, Gurujee ? 


Drona—Yes, the GROUNDWORK! The FOUNDA- 
TION to be prescribed for the pupil and instilled into him 
under the guidance of his Guru; and it involves: a correct 
stance of the body at the outset ; a correct mode of address- 
ing the target; a correct sequence of movements of the 
trunk head and limbs in drawing the bowstring; and lastly 
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a correct poise of delivering in the aiming and release of th: 
shaft; there, you have it all! And you have laid for your 
self the necessary foundation by your work this morning. 


Ekalavya—( With a wry face) SO HAVE I...... for that 
matter! But of what use is it all to me if I do not win hi: 
love to teach me! ‘‘ Necessary Element” he called it! 


Arjuna—Now that I possess all the elements necessary 
you will make me the greatest archer in all the world, will 
you not, Gurujee? 


Drona—( Smiling } 1 will, Paartha! 
Arjuna—Is that a promise, Gurujee ? 


Drona—Why, of course it is!! 


Arjuna—( Clapping his hands) That is splendid! I must 
run away and tell the good news to every body! ( Prances 
triumphantly away towards the crowd of boys in the back- 
ground ) 


Ekalavya—( Sotto voce) His ‘‘ love to teach me”’! That 
is the “‘element’’ I lack! The rest is all in my hands! 
(A look of doubt overspreads his face) But I fear he will 
never take me as his pupil! He will mayhap think that ] 
am not fit to be a fellow-pupil of these princes! ( Looks 
around and watches the princes who are all departing for their 
mid-day ablutions by an egress in the backgroud) Why, J 
myself FEEL too ragged and smali for this big beautiful 
place! And I am sure I LOOK it too!, amidst these gay- 
dressed and jewelled princes! But SOMEHOW I must 
win his love to teach me! Frightened as I am, I MUS 
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WALK UP TO HIM AND ASK HIM! (Looking tremu- 
lously at Drona) 1 wonder how I DARE! He looks so big 
and so noble! (His face gradually assumes a determined look 
and his eyes harden) BUT I MUST DARE! I MUST 
DARE ANYTHING TO SAVE MY POOR LITTLE 
FAWNS! ( With a sudden gleam in his eyes) 1 HAVE IT! 
I shall tell him WHY I want to become the greatest archer 
in the world! He has a kind face and I am sure he loves 
poor harmless and helpless animals! Who does not? The 
reason of that boy Paartha, whatever it is, cannot be 
nobler than mine! (Jn a decisive voice) 1 shall speak to him! 
He is alone...and fortunately...smiling! ( Approaches Drona 
somewhat “‘ gingerly ’’; on Drona’s turning his way prostrates 
himself at Drona’s feet) Prostrations to you, sir! 


Drona—( Bending and raising the boy) God’s blessings 
on you, little man! What can I do for you? 


Ekalavya—( Encouraged to almost elation) A SMALL 
FAVOUR, SIR! Are you not the GREAT Dr onaachaarya, 
Sir ? 


Drona—I AM Dronaachaarya: but why “The Great’’? 
(Smiles broadly ) 


Ekalavya—I do not know, Sir. But my mother called 
you **Great’’! 


Drona— Your MOTHER ’”’?...... Well, what is this 
“small favour” you spoke of ? 


Ekalavya—Will you kindly help me become the 
@featest archer in the world, sir? 
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Drona—({ Starts at the question; the palpable naivete of th 
boy amuses him) What? A rival to Paartha? ( Laughs out 
right) It seems to me that every boy on earth wants te 
become the greatest archer in the world!!! (Bursts into « 
loud gujfaw ) 


















Ekalavya—( With earnest eves and tremulous lips) Wh) 
do you laugh, Sir, may I ask ? 


Drona—You may, little man! Iam laughing at the easy 
simple manner you are asking for what certainly is NO) 
THE SMALL favour you first spoke of! Surely you are no 
ser/ous ? 


Ekalavya—But, Sir, I AM serious! MOST SERIOUS! 


Drona—( Studying the boy for fully a minute) 1 daresay) 
you are! But anyhow who are you? What is your name 
Who is your father ? Of what caste are you? 


Ekalavya—( Draws up his little form proudly) My nam 
is Ekalavya, Sir; My father was Hiranya Dhanus, the chie 
...the great chief...the greatest chief that ever was of a 
ihe Nishaadas... 


Drona—(/n an undertone) The chief of Nishaadas? S 
you are a Nishaada? No wonder you are serious about you 
bowmanship! (Casting a casual glance almost unconscious: 
at the mid and backgrounds) But my little man...{ Shakir 
his head unmistakably ) I am afraid I cannot... 


Ekalavya—( Suddenly interrupting him...and in a piteor 
tone) Forgive me, Sir, but I think I know what you a: 
afraid of! Youare afraid, Sir, that because I ama Nisnaad 
I want to hurt innocent people for plunder and kill innoce> 
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creatures for my food...... with the archery that you may 
teach me! But believe me, Sir, ever since father was killed, 
Mother and | live in a lone forest and though it is full of 
birds, deer and fawns...we live only upon grains, milk and 
fruit! 

Drona—(/n a kindly tone) No, my little man, I was 
not thinking of quite all that! (Affected by the boy’s woe- 
begone face approaches him and stroking his head gently) 
Poor little man! So you lost your father so early in life! 
And you live alone with your mother in a forest? Poor 
little man! But then why ARE you so anxious to become 
the greatest archer in the world? You spoke of your father 
as having been killed! Is this archery you want to learn, by 
any means to help you avenge his death! 


Ekalavya—No, Sir, NOT AT ALL! Father was killed 
in fair fight whilst battling bravely for his king! EVERY- 
BODY SAYS HE DIED A GALLANT WARRIOR’S 
DEATH!...... But I, Sir, I MUST become the greatest 
archer in all this world...because...... DeCcause....,% ( Looking 
into Drona’s eyes with pleading light in his own) It is all a 
long...long...sad...sad...story, Sir...... and you seem and 
speak so kindly, Sir, that I feel I must tell it all to you, 
| eae if you will only give me a few moments of your 
time! It means...... much...... so very much to me, Sir! 


Drona—( Overcome by the boy’s manner) Why certainly, 
my little man, tell me your story by all means. But first let 
me see? (Looks around and notices the NOW empty play- 
ground) Yes, my forenoon’s work is over and my time is 
my own for quite a while...and it is all yours too...but first, 

6 
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let us find a shady place to sit. ( Leads the boy to a neigh 
bouring shady tree and seats himself) Sit down, little man 
(as Ekalavya squats on his knees) There, that’s better 
NOW, for your long, long, sad, sad, story, littl: man 
( Smiles benevolently ) 

Ekalavya—( Anxious and excited) It is all like this, Si 
...(sotta voce) Where was I? ( Aloud) Oh, Yes! As I toll! 
you before, Sir, mother and I live by our two selves in 
little forest a long long way from here...three days and thre 
nights of walking, to be exact—. Now, next to our fores 
Sir, is another little forest in which in a hermitage lives 
Rishi. And wolves, Sir, hundreds of them cruelly maul ane 
slay the deer and fawns in our forest and meanly run fo 
shelter into the Rishi’s forest; and there, Sir, would yor 
believe it Sir...instead of killing and hurting the deer anc 
fawns THERE...they actually play with the fawns anc 
suckle them too! When I spoke to mother of the cruelty o 
the wolves to OUR deer and fawns and their KINDNESS t« 
tne deer and fawns in the Rishi’s hermitage ..... mother saic 
that all this was thiough no kindness at all of the wolve: 
whose cruel nature was always the same, but that it was the 
power of the “tapas” of the Rishi that curbed the crue 
nature of the wolves for JUST THE TIME THE WOLVES 
WERE IN THE FOREST! And when I wondered if this 
Rishi could be begged of, to use his power in our forest tc 
free OUR deer and fawns from hurt, mother said that his 
power could NOT act OUTSIDE HIS OWN HERML: 
TAGE! And when I again asked her......( suddenly dropping 
his voice ) Am I boring you, Sir ? | 





Drona—( Starting...and striking Ekalavya’s head) No no) 
you are not! Goon! Lam interested! Do go on! 
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Ekalavya—( Sighing relievedly) Thank you, Sir! You 
are very kind! But where was [?...... Oh, Yes!: And when 
[ asked mother how I could myself acquire this wonderful 
power...she said “‘ not in this life of yours...... as you are a 
Nishaada by birth! But if you live this life of yours as 
befits your caste...then you may in some future life be born 
as an Arya like our neighbour—and acquire Tapas like 
him”! And when I asked her if the deer and fawns in our 
forest should keep on being killed until [ was born an Arya 
in some future life...she said “‘ No! You may, if you can, in 
this life of yours protect your deer and fawns as befits your 
caste by slaying the wolves...and you will be storing Tapas 
er Well ions. RAKSHAA YOGA she called it Sir,...... the 
merit of protecting the helpless weak, against hurt and 
death from the strong and cruel!,...she explained it to 
mean, Sir! Then, Sir, a wonderful thought came into my 
head and I said ** Why then, if in this life alone, I slay all 
the wolves in all the forests in the whole world...... then all 
the deer and fawns and all other innocent creatures will be 
free from fear of hurt and death; and besides I shall in 
THIS life even as a Nishaada, be greater than any Aryan 
rishi who can protect the weaklings ONLY in his forest !!”’ 
She said; “You will! But to be able to kill ALL THE 
WOLVES IN ALL THE FORESTS IN ALL THIS 
WORLD, you will surely have to be THE VERY GREAT- 
EST ARCHER OF ALL MEN ON EARTH! And there 
is only ONE MAN that can help you become that! And 
that is the GREAT DRONAACHAARYA!” And she told 
me too, Sir, how to get here to get at you! Now you see 
Sir, why I want to...... Will you...... help me... Sir? (As 
_ Ekalavya relates his story, Drona’s face assumes successive 
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looks of : Curiosity — interest — solicitude — pity - admiration - 
amazement, love and finally-of DEEP REVERENCE! A; 
the boy comes to the end of his story Drona gazes for moment: 
together into Ekalavya’s  eyes......... and mumbles unde, 
his breathh KARMANAA PARAARTHAHA! AND HE A 
NISHAADA! WONDERFUL!!!! 


Fkalavya—( Overhearing the last two words) Yes, Sir, | 
AM a nishaada! What is there wonderful in it, Sir? ( Or 
getting no reply from Drona) Forgive me, Sir, but, may | 
ask what you are thinking of ? 


Drona— You may, little man! I am thinking of YOU.. 
YOUR CASTE...and YOUR AMBITION! 


Ekalavya—(/n tearful despair) Do not think of ME, Sir 
For if you only think of me...... and my low caste...... anc 
my ambition as being above my blood and birth, Sir...... you 
may perhaps not want to teach me! BUT THINK OF THE 
POOR FAWNS, Sir! Think of them...... night and day in 
terror of wolves! They go hungry many a day as they dar 
not go far in search of grass for fear of the wolves! Whe 
they are parched with thirst, they dare not go near the 
brooks for fear of the wolves that lie in wait! Even at night. 
Sir, the wolves steal into their midst under cover of dark- 
ness and steal away the little ones! Mother and I hardly 
rest at nights as the death-cries of the fawns and the help- 
less groans of the mothers keep us awake all nights! (Breaks 
down in grief; looks away for a few moments ; and manfulls 
driving away his tears, resumes) \t was all different Sir, when 
father was alive! HE COULD KILL THE WOLVES ANE 
KEEP THEM ALL AWAY! But he died, Sir, before he could 
teach me to use a bow! I HAVE TRIED HARD...EVER SC 
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HARD, SIR, TO LEARN BY MYSELF...BUT IT DOES 
SEEM NOT POSSIBLE, SIR, TO LEARN ALL BY ONE’S 
OWN SELF! IF you will only think of the poor poor 
deer and fawns, Sir, I] am sure you will make up your mind 
_to teach me! Besides, I have forgot to tell you Sir, that 
when I told mother that you may not like to teach me, 
a nishaada, when you had rich princes ..for your pupiis, 
she said that you would gain more by teaching me than 
you would by teaching the Princes...... as a good part 
of the “TAPAS” I would be storing all my life, would of 
right go to you as my Guru...and that being a Braahmana, 
you would prefer ““TAPAS” as fee to all the rich jewels and 
wealth your prince-pupils may give you! ( Anxiously) So --. 
will...you..-? ( Seeing a thoughtful look in Orona’s face he 
leaves the question unfinished ; at this stage—unnoticing these 
and unnoticed by these, Arjuna enters and resumes his work 
with bow and shafts.) 


Drona—{ Sighing deeply and in a tone of intense regret) I 
am very sorry, my little man, but I have now weil over a 
hundred pupils on my hands! And I have undertaken their 
training! Perhaps when I have finished here... 


Ekalavya—(Whose eyes have heen wandering over the mid- 
and back-grounds suddenly interrupts Drona in a cry almost of 
despair) Finish here! But, Sir, you NEVER WILL FINISH 
HERE! Why, look at that boy you called Paartha! ( Points 
at Arjuna) He has got his heels DOWN!!. while they should 
really be OFF THE GROUND! 


Drona—( Startled, looks round and annoyed at sight of 
Arjuna) Yes, you are right! But why do YOU think the 
‘heels should be OFF THE GROUND!? 
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Ekalayya—Why else, Sir, but to pass and re-pass the 
weight of the body from foot to foot...this wise!: ( Goes 
through the movements ) 


Drona—( Amazed at the boy's performance) Why, my 
little man, you are well-grounded in archery already! You 
certainly are not the novice you made yourself out to me tc 
be ? Now, if your poor father was slain in battle before he 
could not teach you archery you surely DID NOT LEAR? 
ALL THIS BY YOUR OWN SELF ? 


Ekalayya—No, Sir, of course not! [do not know any 
of it when I came here a while ago! I came in while you 
were teaching that boy Paartha-.....and overhearing you! 
words I almost unknowingly followed the movements..... 
(anxiously ) 1...hope... I have done no wrong Sir! 


Drona—( Sotte voce) WONDERFUL! ( Aloud 
Wrong? No, No, not at all! 


Ekalavya—( Pointing out Arjuna again) Look, Sir, he is 
not bending far enough back? And be:ides .. well...you wil 
never finish here, Sir, for the boy Paartha will neve 
improve ! 


Arjuna—( Reiterating what he heard of Ekalavya’s words 
“The boy Paartha will never improve”’!!!, ( Looking around | 
Who said that ? 


Ekalavya— Why, I said it? 


Arjuna—( Walking up to Ekalavya) How do you knoy 
that I will never improve ? 
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Ekalavya—( Smiling ) Why, easily! Your Gurujee said 
that CON-CEN-TRA-TION is nesessary to improve in 
archery! And you were NOT con-cen-tra-ting! 


Arjuna—How do YOU know I was not concentrating ? 


Ekalavya—lLasily again! Your Guru said, if an archer is 
really con-cen-tra-ting he can hear nothing but the “* swish”’ 
of his shaft! If you had been con-cen-tra-ting, you COULD 
NOT HAVE HEARD MY WORDS! (Arjuna winces ) And 
besides you have forgotten all he said about the ground 
work of archery !...Why, you kept your heels DOWN whilst 
they should have been raised UP!...besides when you went 
back, your weight was still on your forefoot...and besides... 


Arjuna—(Peevishly) OH! STOP IT! (To Drona) Who is 
he, Gurujee ? And what does he want here! 


Drona—( Dryly ) Ask him! ( Recedes a few steps and turns 
his face away ) 


Arjuna—( Curtly to Ekalavya) Who are you? And what 
do you want here? 


Ekalavya—l am a nishaada. I came here to beg of your 
Guru to help me become the greatest archer in the world. 


Arjuna — (Laughs outright; Derisively) ‘‘Become the 
greaiest archer in the world,’’ indeed! How can you even 
fora moment think it possible for a NISHAADA to become 
what is almost impossible even for an ARYA ?! 


Ekalavya—( Unperturbed by Arjuna’s Laughter) What 
does it matter if 1 am a nishaada ? How does it help you in 
your archery that you are an ARYA ? If you will only give 
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up this silly laugh of yours and recall with care all that your 
Guru said, you will remember that FIVE, and ONLY FIVE 
“elements” are necessary to help any man of any caste to} 
become the greatest archer in all the world: (As he reels 
off the “‘elements’”’, he ticks them off on his fingers) A 
PERFECT MASTEY OF THE GROUND WORK. OF 
ARCHERY; A POWER TO CON-CEN-TRATE; A DEEP 
AND FERVENT LOVE TO ONE’S ‘GORU:; His 
WHOLE-HEARTED WILLINGNESS TO TEACH; And! 
lastly, ASSI-DU-OUS PRACTICE! Now, I am _ well- 
grounded in archery; I can con-cen-trate; [ love and adore 
him; I shall practise day and night! [ ONLY WANT HIS 
LOVE TO TEACH ME! And when [ have won that.... 
I KNOW that I WILL become the gratest archer in all the 
world! He said nothing about an Arya’s chances at archery 
being greater than a nishaada’s! It seems to me to think: 
that BEING AN ARYA IS A SIXTH NECESSARY’ 
ELEMENT...is but a sign of your silly pride in your caste 
and your mean scorn for mine! 







Arjuna—( Stung to the quick ) What do you mean by my 
“silly pride’ in my caste ? 


Ekalavyya—( Calm and smiling) ““ What do I mean”?! 
Why, just what I said ! When I spoke of your pride in your’ 
caste as being silly, I meant that youare proud of your caste: 
without knowing what there isin your caste to be really, 
proud of? 


Arjuna—( Sneeringly ) How do you know that I do not 
now it? 

Ekalavya—Well then, if you really do know what there. 
is to be proud of in being an Arya that there is not in baing 
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a nishaada...... tell me!...I1 ama nishaada; and you are an 
Arya: Ard yet I am as strong as you: I can become as great. 
an archcr as you ever can—if your Guru wills it; and I have 
all that } want in my beautiful forest as you have all you 
want in this big city of yours! .. Tell me how you are any 
better than I for being an Arya? 


Arjuna—( Cogitates for a minute...confused and...unequal 
to a coherent and cogent reply, snaps back sardonically) You 
may be all this and even perhaps become as good as I in 
archery—if Gurujee takes you onashis pupil! And yet, 
after all is said and done... AN ARYA is AN ARYA! And 
a NISHAADA is only a LOW-BORN NISHAADA! 


Ekalavya— ( Bursts out laughing) You make me laugh! 


Arjuna— (Curtly) What is there to laugh at? 


Ekalavya— I am laughing because it seems to me that 
according to you the only thing that one has to be proud of 
in being an ARYA is THAT ONE IS NOT A NISHAADA! 
If then, there were no nishaadas at all in this world you 
poor Aryans would have nothing to be proud of in being 
born as Aryans! 


Arjuna— Is that what you really think ? 


Ekalavya—Of course not! I know what there is to be 
proud of in being an Arya! It is you that do not! If you 
care to hear me and learn, I shall tell you! In the forest I 


live in, cruel wolves maul and kill harmless deer and fawns 


and THE ONLY WAY THAT I CAN SAVE THE 
DEER AND FAWNS IS BY KILLING THE WOLVES! In 
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the forest next to mine lives an Aryan Rishi; and HE 
PROTECTS HIS DEER AND FAWNS BY THE POWER: 
OF HIS‘TAPAS” WITHOUT KILLING THE WOLVES! 
Now MY way of guarding deer and fawns spells not only, 
the death of the wolves, but also makes little wolf-cubs who: 
have as yet done no harm, become fatherless and mother- 
less! And I who know both the loss of a father and the love 
of a mcther can feel for the poor little cubs! Thus, you see, 
that the power an Arya has of doing the same thing as a 
nishaada BUT WITHOUT HARM OR HURT TO ANY- 
ONE, is a thing to be really proud of! YOUR silly pride in 
your caste ONLY BECAUSE YOU WERE BORN AN! 
ARYA is but a sure sign of your WEAK HEAD! 


Arjuna— ( Scandalised ; and with ill suppressed rage) My 
*‘weak’’ head 7! 


Ekalavya—( Smiling) What else? Mother always says: 
that PRIDE IN ONE’S CASTE MORE THAN IN ONE'S: 
POWER TO DO GOOD is the surest sign of a weak head! 
Why, the very manner in which you said: “‘a nishaada is 
only a low-born nishaada’’ shows that you are not only 
weak-headed, but faint-hearted too! Mother always says 
that contempt for another’s caste is born only of cowardice! 


Arjuna—( Boiling over with impotent rage) ““Weak-— 
headed’? ‘‘Cowardice’’?? ‘‘ Faint-hearted’’? I am not 
weak-headed! I am not a coward! I am not faint-hearted ! 


Ekalavya—( Decisively ) Of course, you ARE!, EVERY 
ONE of these! If you are not really faint-hearted why are 
you afraid of me? 


Arjuna— (Sneeringly) ‘‘ Afraid of you’”?? 1 AM NOT! 
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Ekalavya—You are not? Then do you mean you,... 
really...like me? 


Arjuna—(With disgust in his face and voice ) “‘Like you”’? 


I DO NOT LIKE YOU? I DISLIKE YOU',...... VERY 
MUCH! 


Fkalavya—( Laughing triumphantly) There you are! 
Your disiike shows that you fear me! Mother says HATE 
IS ONLY ANOTHER NAME FOR FEAR! (Softens face and 
voice and resumes suavely) Now, I do not dislike you at all! 
I really like you; and Iam so sorry for you too! 


Arjuna—You!? ‘“‘Sorry” for ME? Whatever for ? 


Ekalavya—Why, sorry for you that you should have 
had the Great Dronaacharya for your Guru all these months 
and that you should still be...what...you...are! 


Arjana—( Snapping at Ekalavya) It is nothing to YOU 
What I “Still AM”! (Turning to Drona and with a wild 
gesture of his arms pointing to Ekalavya) What is all this, 
Gurujee!!!? 


Drona— ( Taciturn of face and dry of voice) What is all 
what, Paartha? 


Arjuna— ( Upset beyond all control, speaks in incoherent 
spasms) All this...1 mean...this med talk of this...this... 
forest...person! ( Raising his voice almost to a frenzied shriek ) 
Who is he, Gurujce? And what does he want here? 


Ekalavya—Why do you ask him? I have told you who [ 
am and what I want here!!! 


Arjuna—Yes, but have you told HIM!? 
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Ekalavya—Of course I have! And I have begged of him] 
too to take me as his pupi! ! 


Arjuna — (Leering at Ekalavya) Gurujee!...... to take 
YOU!, A NISHAADA !!,as a fellow-pupil of US ROYAL 
PRINCES! You must be mad to think of it! Why, you 
silly impudent boy, you do not know how great and noble 
our Gurujee is! He has refused tuition to many hundreds o! 
princes wko would have given him many jewels and muck 
wealth! Ard now, would he take as his pupil a ragged 
nishaada urchin, too poor to give him any DAKSHINA ? 


Ekalavya—lIt is you that is silly! And it is you that doe: 
not know how great and noble your Guru is! Why, whatever 
Dakshina he wants, he can teach his pupil to get it for him! 
(To. Drona) You easily can, can you« rot, Sir? 
( Suppressing a smile Drona turns away without replying: 
Ekalavya continues...to Arjuna) I may be ragged and poor: 
ard yet if the Great Aachaarya takes me as his pupil, a goo 
part of the ““TAPAS” I shall be storing all my life by, 
caving the weak and helpless from hurt and fear of death, 
will go to him for fitting me out for my work! And being 
Brahmana, He will always prefer ““TAPAS”’ for his 
DAKSHINA, to mere gold and jewels! (To Drona) You 
will, will you not Sir, ? 


Drona—( To Arjuna) Do you recognise him Paartha ? 


Arjuna—‘‘Recognise him” ? Why, Gurujee, I have never; 
seen him before ! 

Drona—Never “‘seen”’ him, perhaps!, but we both spoke: 
of him only a while ago! (Coming forward) Why, Paartha, 
this isthe “KAARMIL”’ inthe “UTTAMA”’ sense of the: 
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ord! This is a litthe man who wants to become the 
greatest archer in all this world AS HIS ONE AIM IN 
LIFE IS TO SLAY ALL THE BEASTS OF PREY IN ALL 
THE FORESTS ON THIS EARTH IN ORDER THAT ALL 
“THE DEER, FAWNS AND OTHER’ INNOCENT 
CREATURES MAY LIVE FREE FROM FEAR OF 
HURT AND DEATH!!! 


Arjuna—( Su/ki/y ) But that is all very well, Gurujee! 
With your mind full of “‘Noble aims’’, Forests and fawns”, 
“ Kaarmis’’, ‘‘ Nishaadas’’, “‘UTTAMA SENSES”, and 

~WOLVES,...you seem to have altogether forgotten your 
PROMISE ? 


Drona— (Startled for the moment) ‘* Promise”? ? What 
promise ? 








Arjuna— There you are! You HAVE forgotten it; 
Wrapped in thoughts of this rude nishaada boy and his 
impudent ambitions, you have forgotten your promise 
to make me the greatest archer in the world; If you are 
‘going to make bim as your pupil...he...do you - not see... 
Gurujee?...he... 


Drona— Surely, Paartha, my promise to you need not 
deter me from helping him fulfil his noble purpose ? 


Arjuna— But you cannot both help him and keep your 
promise Gurujee! With you as his Guru, he may perhaps 
become as good or at least almost as good an archer as 
Imyself shall...... !? 


Ekalavya—{ Laughingly mimicking) ‘‘as good’’! “‘at least 
Ost as good”! “may perhaps”! (To Arjuna) It is very 
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kind of you to try and argue how much of an archer 

“MAY PERHAPS” become!... If the Great Aachaarya wil 
only take me as his pupil, there isno “MAY PERHAPS 
about what 1 shall become, as I am CERTAIN that 

SHALL AND WILL become the greatest archer in th 
world !! 


Arjuna— (Jn a frenzy) There, Gurujee! Hark at h: 
impudence! (Sulks in silence for a few moments swallowir 
many a word he would have liked to utter ; resuming, address« 
Drona ina voice fraught with a note of warning) Gurujee ! 
have just heard from my brothers and cousins that TAA 
TAAJEE BHEESHMA, as he left the Grounds, commande 
every one of us to make the most of EVERY MOMENT O 
YOUR TIME! As it is, you have not enough time to teac 
all of us,...and if you are taking...another pupil... 


















Ekalavya—(To Arjuna...... in pathetic appeal) 1 shall ne 
rob any of you of EVEN A SINGLE MOMENT OF YOU 
GURU'S TIME! If, with his permission, you will only t 
good enough to let me come here every day...I shall c 
nothing more than just watch you all at work and withor 
your losing a moment of your Garu’s Time...... learn a 
I want...and... 


Arjuna— ( /nterrupting sharply completes the sentence f 
Ekalavya)...... BECOME GREATER THAN I AT BON 
CRAFT!...NO!! 


Ekalavya—( Holding back tne tears that are welling up 
his eyes) You see, when I beg of you for a chance of lean 
ing archery, I am vot thinking of myself but of hundreds 
poor helpless fawns and deer that are killed by wolves ! 


ies 
~ 
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you not love fawns? Perhaps, living in this city, you have 
not seen one! If you did but come with me to my forest 
and heard their helpless bleats and looked into their soft 
pleading eyes, 1 AM SURE YOU WOULD WANT TO JOIN 
ME IN MY LIEE’S AVOWED WORK! What harm will it 
do to you if Ido NO MORE but WATCH you all practice ?, 
...and... 


Arjuna—The very harm I do not want to come to pass! 
Why, watching us all at practice and hearing Gurujee’s 
teaching I somehow feel that you are sure to learn more 
than all of us! Why, the very way in which you stealthily 
picked up all about the ground-work of archery, warns me 
of the danger of letting you come here again! (To Drona) 
Gurujee, you seem to have forgotten all about the promise 
you have made to TAATAAJEE, not to take in any more 
pupils until you have finished training us! Having sent away 
many many princes on that very score, if you now take this 
nishaada boy as another pupil, TAATAAJEE may not like 
it...if I tell...I mean...if he hears of it! 


| Drona—You are right, Paartha! He may not like it. 
(Going up to Ekalavya, stroking the boy's head with his left 
hand, he lifts up Ekalavya’s face by chin with his right hand ; 
nd looking into the boy’s eyes speaks in a voice of intense 
egret) You see, my little man, there is a great and noble 
rince...the UNCROWNED KING OF ALL OUR LAND 
--whom I love and revere. And to him I have made a 
fomise not to receive anyone else as my pupil until... 
Sweeping the mid and foregrounds with his left arm)...these 
is grand-children have all finished their training under me! 
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Now, YOU WOULD NOT HAVE ME BREAK My, 
PROMISE...WOULD YOU? 


Ekalavya—( His breath coming in short and labourea 
pants and tears welling his eyes looks into Drona’s eyes ana 
breathes his words out in a husky voice) I understand, Sir, 1 
quite understand! Believe me, Sir, I love and adore you far 
too well to want to be the cause of breaking your promise 
to this other great man whom YOU love and adore! (After 
a pause, his anguish getting the better of him...he tearfully 
resumes) But it does seem hard on the poor fawns, does it 
not, Sir? But that of course cannot be helped! ( He hangs 
his head down and ruminates half aloud to himself) My poor 
fawns!...... but after all... WHAT DOI REALLY WANT... 
(As he reels off the ‘““ELEMENTS”’, ticks them off on his 
jingers) He has told me I am well-grounded! I can con-cen- 
trate! I love and adore him! I shall practise night and day 
assi-du-ous-ly! IT IS HIS LOVE TO TEACH ME THAT 
I STILL WANT! HIS ‘‘ WHOLE-HEARTED WILLING- 
NESS TO TEACH” IS THE ONE “ELEMENT” I WANT! 
( Thinks hard for moment and his eyes suddenly gleam) But his 
love to teach me does not mean that I must be here with 
him all the time I practise! Of course not! ( Smiles through 
his tears) 1 only want his ‘‘ willingness’ !; I shall beg that 
of him; but I must be wary! (Aloud to Drona in anxiou: 
notes) Forgive me, Sir, but if you HAD HAD the time anc 
were free to teach me, would my being a nishaada be in the 
way...? 
























Drona—My little man, that would not count with me 
all! I love all little men of all castes alike. 
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Ekalavya—I know it, Sir, and need not have asked ! 
And you think well, Sir, of my reason for wanting to learn 


archery ? 


Drona—‘‘ Think well of your reason’’!? Why, little 
man, I RESPECT it!! 


Ekalavya— (Obviously encouraged but yet tremulously) 
Then, Sir, will you kindly answer me this my last question, 
Sir ? It means so much...why, EVERYTHING to me, Sir ?!! 


Drona—(Smiling benevolently) Ask, little man, ask! Ask 
what you will! 


Ekalavya—(‘‘ Servine out”? his words slowly and delibera- 
tely in a tone of utmost apprehension) If you HAD HAD the 
time, Sir, and WERE FREE to teach me, Sir, WOULD 
YOU HAVE LIKED, the least bit, LIKED to teach me? 


Drona—( With his hands resting on Ekalavya’s shoulders; 

bends down and speaks ina tone of utmost love and admiration) 

“ Liked’? “ The least bit liked”? Why, my little man, if 
only I had the least chance, I should LOVE to teach you! 


Ekalavya—( His eyes gleam, but only for a moment ; an 
almost cautious look comes over his face ; in an anxious tone) 
But would your “‘love to teach me”’ be the same thing as 
*““A WHOLE-HEARTED WILLINGNESS ON YOUR 
PART ”’, Sir, to teach me ? 


Drona—{ Puzzled but still smiling) Why, of course it 
would ! 


Ekalavyya—( Jn a voice of jubilation) That is good enough, 
Gurujee! I must get home and start my practic? forthwith! 
8 
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Prostrations, Gurujee, and give me leave to go home! 
( Prostrates himself at Drona’s feet ) 




















Drona—God’s blessings on you...( raises the boy ana 
noticing his NOW happy face) What does this sudden glad- 
ness of yours mean ? 


Ekalavya—( Triumphantly) YT MEANS, GURUJEE, 
from almost this very moment, MY FAWNS AND DEER 
ARE SAFE! ( Walks away towards the exit left) 


Drona—( Following the boy with his eyes) FAREWELL, 
LITTLE MAN!! 


Ekalavya—( Turning round for a moment and with confi- 
dence in voice and delight on his face) IT WILL NEVER B 
“FAREWELL” BETWEEN US BOTH, GURUJEE! 
( Exits by the egress on the left) 


Drona—( Still looking after the departing Ekalavya; 
With knit brows) What did the child mean ? 


Arjuna—( Who is, and has this while been practising i 
the mid ground) Have you turned him away, Gurujee? 


Drona—Turned whom away, Paartha ? 


Arjuna—( Releasing a shaft and bending forward) Who 
else, Gurujee, but that bad, bold barbarian boy! 


Drona—( Turning round and stretching his arms out; 
indignantly ) PAARTHA! Is this CONCENTRATION ? 


Arjuna—( Dropping his bow and quiver to the ground an@ 
hanging his head down )Forgive me, Gurujee, but somehow L 
cannot put that little nishaada boy out of my mind! 
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Drona—( Turns round and with his eyes fixed at the spot 
where he last saw Ekalavya, sighs deeply, and his words slowly 
straggle out of his lips) NOR CAN I, PAARTHA, NOR 
CAN I! 


The Curtain Drops Slowly 





ACT TWO 


Place: A GLapbE IN A Forest 


Discovered: 
Dronaachaarya and Arjuna on a path which runs Right to 
Left along the foreground. 


Time: Stx YEARS AFTER THE LAST AcT 












Arjuna—( Elatedly) Now that you assure me, Guruje 
that I have completed my training, may I take it that you 
have kept your promise and that I am the greatest archer is 
the world, now? 


Drona—( Palpably disrelishing Arjuna’s “Gush” 
M’yes, I suppose so. 


Arjuna—Then, Gurujee, I shall be able to vanquish any 
body in the whole whole world, shall I not?, in a bo 
of archery, I mean? 


Drona—In a “‘ Pariksha’’, yes. 


Arjuna—‘‘ Pariksha’’? Not only in a “* Pariksha”’ 
Gurujee...but in a serious fight too! Being the best bowma1 
in the world, I should be surely able to vanquish and sla 
ANYBODY I might fight against? At archery of course ! 


Drona—in a pariksha, Paartha, you would vanquis} 
your adversary. But in a serious fight, one may hardly sa: 
the same with certainty! (Jn slow deliberate accents) Skill 
Paartha, skill alone it is that decides the victor in 
‘pariksha’! But in a serious combat, with lives at hazarq 
and principles at issue, other elements come into play ang 
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control the end with scant respect to the mere skill-at-arms 
of the combatants. 


Arjuna—(/n notes of consternation) But, Gurujee, in a 
serious fair fight under equal conditions...surely the greater 
archer MUST win!,...MUST slay his adversary ? 


Drona—(Jn decided tones) Nay, Paartha, Nay! ’Twere 
best you realised that no fight if serious at all can bea fair 
fight and under equal conditions! For in a serious, earnest, . 
grim combat...even as the combatants, tbristing each for 
the other’s life, are at variance with each other...so too are 
they at variance with the RIGHTEOUS or WRONG side 
of the cause at issue! And NO SUPERIOR SKILL-AT- 
ARMS MAY WARD OFF DEFEAT AND DEATH...... 
THE INEVITABLE LOT OF HIM WHO ESCHEWS 
THE RIGHTEOUS AND ESPOUSES THE WRONG 
SIDE OF THE CAUSE! Is this clear to you, Paartha ? 


Arjuna—( Dropping his eyes) Aye, Gurujee, quite clear. 


Drona—Then let not YOUR PRIDE IN YOUR PRO- 
WESS blind your POWER TO DISCERN THE RIGHTE- 
OUS FROM THE WRONG! (Suddenly the high-pitched 
yell of a wild beast is heard) Hark! What is that ? 


Arjuna—The shriek of an animal! A wild one! Perhaps 
making for here! (Jn a trice fixes an arrow to his bow and 
disappears on the left of the mid-ground. He re-enters almost 
at once, and in a highly excited manner and voice) Gurujee, it 
IS a wolf! It is flitting here for very life! Someone is 
chasing it and sending shaft behind shaft through just the 


_ base of the beast’s skull! There it is! Look, Gurujee! Look! 
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(A wolf flashes past LEFT to RIGHT of the mid-ground ; « 
continuous line of arrows pierces through the head of the fleeins 
beast as Arjuna has described. Both look on spellbound ) 


Drona—( Seside himself with admiration ) Look, Paartha 
Look ! Whoever this marvellous archer is, he hates the wol 
so very much that in lieu of mercifully slaying the beast out 
right with single shaft as he easily can — he is torturing th 
beast to prolong its agony by SAWING THROUGH IT‘ 
BRAIN! Look! He has sent over a hundred shafts ere th 
beast has covered a bare thirty paces! AMAZING: 
Paartha, this is BOWCRAFT beyond the wildest stretc 
of my IMAGINATION ! 















Arjuna—( Sotto Voce) ‘* Beyond the wildest stretch 
Gurujee’s imagination”?! ( Aloud) Why then, Gurujee, hei 
not perhaps far behind EVEN ME at archery! ? 


- Drona—( In pitiful contempt) “‘ Perhaps not far behine 
even you in archery’?! Why, you self-obsessed child, whe 
ever he is, he is NOT ONLY NOT BEHIND YOU II 
ARCHERY...BUT SO FAR AHEAD OF YOU AND M! 
TOO...THAT WE SHALL NEVER IN THIS LIFE COM 
WITHIN YOJANAS of his bowmanship ! Who can he be! 
Not a human ?' 


Arjuna—( To himself) Ahead of me! Ahead of Guruj 
himself! (Aloud) Whoever he be...... I must see this arche: 
( Strides precipitately. towards the source of the stream c 
arrows ) 


Drona—( Dragging Arjuna back) Come back! You foo 
hardy child! Do you not see it is certain death to anyon 
who faces bim when he is in THIS MOOD!? (Points to t 





stream of shafts that are still flashing past) Hark! The shafts 
are hissing sharper and he is nearing us every moment! Let 
us watch him from behind this tree as he goes past! ( The 
TWO step back behind cover of a_ neighbouring tree. 
EKALAVYA enters on the left by the mid-ground almost 
running and breathing hard; he halts in the centre of the mid- 
ground and faces and watches the line of exit of the wolf with 
blazing eyes. The shrieks of the fleeing wolf continue to be 
heard ) 


Ekalavya—Shriek, you beast! Shrick your loudest! And 
if your shrieks of pain are bringing back to you the dying 
groans of the fawn you mauled all yesternoon, you have 
suffered enough to deserve the end of your agony! Jf shall 
slay you now! ( Fixes an arrow to his bow and trains it on the 
right exit ; when about to release the shaft, holds his hand for 
a moment and in a soft voice) Perhaps you have young cubs 
awaiting in your lair...( hardens his voice again) But then, 
you should not have hurt and killed the young ones of the. 
deer! ( Discharges his shaft; the dying yell of the wolf is 
heard behind the scenes. Ekalavya gives out a shout of elation 
and) ONE MORE WOLF! BUT ONE ONLY WOLF! 
WHEN THAT IS SLAIN, MY FOREST WILL BE FREE 
OF WOLVES! AND THEN ON TO THE NEXT AND 
THE NEXT, AND THE NEXT,. UNTIL ALL THE 
FORESTS ON THIS EARTH ARE CLEARED OF THESE 
MARAUDING WOLVES... ( The sound of the ‘‘Crunching’’ 
of dry leaves on which Arjuna and Drona have inadvertently 
Stepped makes Ekalavya instinctively fix an arrow to his bow 
and wheel round on the two and train his bow on them . 
Noticing them clearly, lowers his bow) Oh! ’Tis you! 
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I thought for a moment, it was the other wolf! ( Approaches 
the two; Bowing to Drona) Prostrations to you, Sir! 
( Smiling at Arjuna) Greetings, young Sir! I regret I di 
not notice your presence! It was my eagerness to make 
certain of slaying that wolf that made me deaf and blind to 
every thing else! I could have slain the beast easily; but 
the brute sat on the back ofa tender fawn and with th 
poor little thing alive all the time, gnawed away at it 
brain all yester-afternon! I wanted the wolf to suffer all 
the agonies that the poor little helpless fawn must hav 
suffered! (Smiles and changes his tone) But forgive my 
tongue running away with me and making me forget what 
I owe to mother’s guests! But then it always does when J 
speak of my forest, my Guru, my father and mother, m 
deer and fawns, and the birds and kine in our forest! Yo 
must have walked quite a long way to get here! If you will 
only walk a few bowlengths further, mother will welcome yo 
to our homely home and offer you fruit and milk...ripe fruit 
off our own trees and fresh milk off our own kine! ( Dron 
and Arjuna stare at each other in amazement at the naivete o 
Ekalavya) 


Arjuna—( The first to find his tongue) You are é 
wonderful archer ! 


Ekalavya—(Ingenuously) “‘Wonderful Archer’’...am | 
Ido not know! I cannot tell! I only know that I can hit 
with my arrow, any thing I want to hit! 


Arjuna—But this last feat of yours, sending shaf! 
behind shaft through only the skull of that wolf..... 
(Enthusiastically)...and at such a speed too...over a hundre 
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arrows before the beast had hardly covered thirty paces ; 
Fseeeee surely THAT WAS WONDERFUL ?! Was it not? 


Ekalavya—(Artlessly) You call THAT wonderful! 


_ Why, I can easily send out TWICE AS MANY arrows in 


HALF THE TIME! ( Pointing at Arjuna’s bow) I can see 
you are an archer too! But you surely cannot be very 
much of an archer if you call this simple feat wonderful! 
(Noticing Arjuna wincing) Forgive me, I was not decrying 
your bowmanship in foolish pride of mine...... because you 
could have been just as great an archer...... as you take me 
to be... IF YOU HAD HAD AS GREAT A GURU TO 
TEACH YOU AS I HAVE HAD TO TEACH ME! 
( Drona and Arjuna look at each other significantly ) 


Arjuna—Who is this Guru of yours!?, ““GREAT”’ as 
you call him?! 


Ekalavya—“‘GREAT’’? No! He is the GREATEST 
archer in all this world! And I SHALL BE THAT TOO... 
the moment he wills it! 


Drona—(Sotto voce) His Guru? “Greatest in the 
world’? I wonder who it can be! 


Arjuna—(Sotto voce) His Guru the greatest archer in 
the world! I thought I was THAT! (Aloud: and brusquely) 
Who is this Guru...‘‘Greatest archer in the world” as you 
are pleased to call him? 


Ekalavya—If you know anything of BOW-MEN or 
BOWMANSHIP...you surely ought to know that ONE and 


ONLY ONE IN ALL THIS WORLD MAY BE 


- 9 
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RIGHTLY CALLED “THE GREATEST (ARCHER iit% 
and that, ms.% THE GREAT DRONAACHAARYA...MY; 
LOVED GURU! ( Both Drona and Arjuna are bewildered ai 
this. In indignation at this apparently impossible assertion) 
Arjuna roars out) 


Arjuna—DRONAACHAARYA... YOUR GURU? YOU 
ARE A LIAR! 

Ekalavya—(Jn a flash aiming his shaft at Arjuna’s face: 
with blazirg eyes thunders out) My father did not live long 
enough to teach me archery! But he DID live long enougk 
to teach me that the very worst thing that one man may say 
of another man is to call hima LIAR! And THAT TH 
ONE WAY OF STOPPING HIS MOUTH FOR EVE 
IS TO KILL HIM! But mother always warns me tc 
remember before I kill any one that HIS mother will be 
sorry to lose Him as my mother will be sorry to lose me 
HAVE YOU A MOTHER??? 


Arjuna—{ Taken aback for the moment) YES...... Lenya 
HAVE... ! 


Ekalavya—If you have a mother...let not my fear o 
making your mother lose her son...... embolden you to cal 
me aliar! Think now! Why should I tell youa lie? Mothe: 
always said that one tells an untruth only when one i: 
afraid of the TRUTH! Why should I be? When I tell you 
that all this archery that you admire and even far more 
than you have seen...... is ONLY WHAT I OWE TO MY 
LOVED GURUJEE THE GREAT DRONAACHAARYA 
....am but telling you the BARE BARE TRUTE! 


Arjuna—( To Drona...in an undertone) Why does he lie 
like this Gurujee? And yet he LOOKS TRUTHFUL! 
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SOUNDS TRUTHFUL! Did you ever teach anybody but 
ws Kuru princes Gurujee? 


Drona— Of course not, you fool! I have never to my 
knowledge seen him before! (Studies Ekalavya for a 
moment) And yet, as you say, he looks and sounds truthful ! 
But...{ taking another look at Ekalayya’s form and features ) 
I am certain I have never to my knowledge...... taught him 
his archery ! 


Arjuna—( To Drona) I know it, Gurujee! I need not 
have asked you! (To Ekalavya)1 do not fear to face you 
bow in hand...... and I will aver that if you are speaking the 
truth that Dronaachaarya is your Guru...... in denying that, 
it is he that is a liar! 


Ekalavyya—( Lost to all reason, poises shaft at Arjuna’s 
heart and with flashing eyes) To call my Guru a liar is worse 
than calling me one! I shall kill you now! 












Arjuna— Why, ’tis DRONAACHAARYA HIMSELF 
says he never taught you archery! 


Ekalavya—(Astonished ) My Gurujee says it! To YOU! 
when ?, where ? 


Arjuna—( With a gloating sneer) HERE! NOW! 
BEFORE YOU! Ask him? ( Points to Drona ) 


Ekalavya—( Puzzled) Ask him? A stranger? I do not 
know him! 


Arjuna—( Leering) I thought not! And yet you swore 
you knew him well enough and long enough to have learnt 
sall your archery from him! ! 


54 Kailasam 


Ekalavya—( Bewildered) Learn my archery from him ? 
A stranger? ( Looks intently at Drona. Suddenly his eyes 
flash with a light of recognition. With a note of apology... 
to Arjuna) Forgive my rashness, stranger... TIS HE! MY 
BELOVED GURUJEE! (Throws himself at Drona’s feet and! 
hugging his knees) You will never know Gurujee, how ail! 
these years my heart has ached and yearned for you! And! 
longed to see you and thank you for all that you have 
taught me! (Rising up, grabs Drona’s hand and caressing it) 
Mother will be wild with joy the moment she learns that! 
my loved and revered Guru is now in our own forest! Yous 
saw me at work now, with my bow and shaft...and do you 
feel that you have done well in showering your lessons 
on poor me? When I tell you that the slaying of just ONE: 
MORE WOLF will fully free this forest from all beasts of 
prey...you wil! see how much I have struggled to deserve the 
lessons you have so kindly given me! ( Pointing 10 Arjuna) 
This young stranger called me a “‘ Wonderful Archer ° 
a simple feat of archery as the one he saw drew wonder! 
from him...why. he will surely gasp for breath when he sees: 
me seriously at work with my bow and shafts! He seems to 
know you well...and yet NOT WELL ENOUGH TO SEE 
THAT ONE AND ONLY GURU IN ALL THIS 
WORLD MAY TEACH ARCHERY OF THE KIND 
I SHOWED HIM......: AND THAT ONE, YOU! Why h 
childishly called me a liar for truthfully owning that I owe 
all my archery to you! And he called you a liar too! (Jna 
fury, to Arjuna ) Mother or no mother, guest or no guest..- 
as true as my Guru is watching me I will empty my quiver§ 
through the lips that slandered my Gurujee! Now, fetch 
out your bow...1F you know the use of it! 
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Arjuna—( Half heartedly, but none the less readily fixing a 
shaft to his bow) Vf you are hungering for a fight, you shall 
have your fill of it! But remember, IT WAS YOUR 
GURUJEE, as you call him, THAT SAID THAT HE 
NEVER TAUGHT YOU ARCHERY ! 


-_ Ekalavya—He did NOT say it! Hz COULD NOT! Why 
should he refuse owning me as his pupil after all the lessons 
he taught me so kindly...so readily...and all without ever 
being really near me! ? 


Drona—( To Ekalavya) Taught you without ever being 
near you?! I do not understand you! 


Ekalavya—( Bursts into a loud laugh) Of course you do 
not understand, Gurujee! Not now! But soon you will!, if 
you will but walk a few steps this way! ( Walks up to a leaf- 
covered mound nearby ; Drona and Arjuna follow him; on their 
reaching him, Ekalavya delicately removes the leafy twigs from 

off the mound disclosing a clay image...very coarsely fashioned, 
but nevertheless unmistakably a tru2 replica of DRONA’S 
features!) NOW, GURUJEE YOU UNDERSTAND, DO 
YOU NOT? 


Drona—( After a moment’s gazing at the image: smiling 
faintly) Yes, NOW I understand !! 


Arjuna—( Intrigued and irritated) But 1 do NOT under- 
stand, Gurujee? 


Ekalavya—I somehow feel I have heard your voice 
before! And you call my Gurujee...““Gurujee” too! ( Cogi- 
fates for a moment with knit brows watching Arjuna all the 
time. His eyes suddenly light up; he speaks in amused 
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laughter) Ha! Ha! Ha! I KNOW NOW!!! You are that: 
Ambitious Arrogant Aryan boy, Paartha, who was too) 
jealous of me to let me watch you at your lessons for fear of} 
my becoming a greater archer than you! YOU REMEMBER: 
NOW! DO YOU NOT?! (Pauses for a moment to see: 
recognition aud chagrin in Arjuna’s face) And INSPITE OF 
YOUR REFUSING ME A CHANCE TO WATCH YOU: 
AT WORK...thanks to my revered and loved Gurujee, 
(Touching his bow and quiver significantly) YOU HAVE 
SEEN WHAT YOU HAVE SEEN! 














Arjuna—(Jgncring Ekalavya turns to Drona; Peevishly) 
What is it that you understand, Gurujee, by...( Points to the 
Image )...THIS!? 


Drona—The sight of this Image helps me understand, 
Paartha, how I have taught him all the archery he knows... 
WITHOUT EVER LEAVING HASTINA!! 


Arjuaa—And yet, I do not understand, Gurujee! Havin 
been ever before our cyes all these years...... how you could 
have...? (Exalavya laughs inordinately )... 


Drona—(To Arjuna; Dryly) Ask him, Paartha, ask him! 
( Nods at Ekalavya ) 


Ekalavya—( Breezily) No need at ali to ASK me! Iam 
only too cager to tell you of Gurujee’s kindness to me! (Going 
up to the image puts his arms fondly around it) Gurujee has 
perhaps never been out of your sight all these years...yet he 
was here all the time with me! Every moment of all these 
years he has been here, teaching me every bit of archery 


that I know! 
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Arjuna—(With an incredulous look in face, eyes and voice) 
Do you want me to believe that that clay image taught you 
your archery? 


Ekalavyya—( Hardening his eyes and face) Be wary of 
the words you use when you speak of my Gurujee! To you, 
who do not love and adore Gurujee as I do, this may look 
but a clay image But to me who owe my everything to 
him...... THIS is MY Gurujee! If you admire, respect and 
even envy my archery...you must also respect the Guru...... 
(indicates the image ) who taught me all that I can do with 
my bow and quiver 


Arjuna—( Impressed by Ekalavya’s earnestness...and still 
curious) But this clay...1 mean this Guru of yours...... how 
could it...I mean he...have taught you anything when it... 
I mean he could not move its...I mean his...lips ? 


Ekalavya—( ‘‘ Gushing”’) Do you know, that’s what 
puzzled me too!: Gurujee never spoke a word...... and yet 
I was learning fast all the time! But mother was not sur- 
prised at all Not for a moment! She said, “It is your 
deep love for your Guru and his love to teach you, that 
BOTH help you learn off his silent smiling lips ” !! 











Arjuna—-( Yet not fully convinced) Yet, 1 am afraid I do 
not follow you...! 


Ekalayya—You co not? Then let me go on!! ( Placing 
his hand on the PLINTH of the image, he runs his fingers 
lovingly ina “niche’’...a coarse cavity open above and before as 
though made by battering a blunt rod on the clay) You see 
this niche? The making of this with just my forehead was 
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TRULY THE ONLY HARD PART OF MY TASK OF 
LEARNING ARCHERY FROM GURUSJEE! The rest was 
all easy; It was all Jike this: I used to aim at some thing 
and release my shaft; if I did not hit my mark, I went up 
to Gurujee and begged of him to help me; Left him ana 
tried once again; if I had failed again...with streaming eyes: 
1 did bang my forehead at Gurujee’s feet praying for his 
help! And MY NEXT TRY NEVER FAILED;; I used ther 
to try harder tasks; and every time I failed, my eyes 
streamed faster, my prayers more piteous and this NICH 
GREW DEEPER; And you who thought my slaying th: 
wolf was a wonderful feat, ought to see me REALLY a1 
work with my bow and shaft;: I CAN SHOOT IN THI 
DARK: : On the darkest of nights or in the day with my 
eyes closed...I can shoot anything which I cannot see BU] 
CAN HEAR THE SOUND OF; I can even...: 
















Arjuna—(Jnterrupting and testily) Oh: It’s nothing t 
me what YOU can or cannot do’ (Turns round toDrona.. 
and peevishly) What about your promise, Gurujee ? 


Drona—( Who has been hitherto wrapt in Ekalavya, start 
as if out of a trance) ‘‘P’Promise’’ ? W’ What P’Promise ? 


Arjuna—( Petulantly ) There you are ; Wrapped up if 
this barbarian’s bowmanship and your uncanny manner C 
teaching it you seem to have forgotten everything and ax 
lost to the ““PROMISE” which, but a while ago you assur 
me you had kept..., your promise to make me t 
STCATCSL. 604 «1 you know what I mean;. .Gurujee ?! 


; 
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Drona—( Obviously disconcerted...... helplessly ) But, 
Paartha, having heard and seen what you have...can you 
not understand ? 


Arjuna—( Beside himself) OF COURSE I CANNOT 
understand! (Jn an ungovernable fit of jealousy throws all 
decorum to the winds and in a high-pitched hysterical shriek) 
“Understand’’? I understand only this: You promised to 
make me the greatest archer in the world! And you have 
not kept your promise! And what is far worse, IN 
ASSURING ME AS YOU DID A WHILE AGO THAT 
YOU HAD KEPT YOUR PROMISE, WHILE YOU HAD 
REALLY NOT KEPT IT...YOU DID NOT LESS THAN 
TELL A LIE! 

Ekalavya—(With his shaft aimed at Arjuna’s heart 
thunders out) TAKE BACK YOUR WORD OR, I 
SHALL KILL YOU! 


Arjuna—( Drawing at his bow) BUT NOT WITHOUT 
MY TRYING TO STOP YOU! 







Drona—( Comming in between them) What madness is this 
Paartha? Calm yourself, Little man ! 


( Both lower their bows ) 


Arjuna—( To Drona) Did you not promise to make me 
the greatest archer in the world, Gurujee ? 


Drona—Yes, I did! 


Ekalavya—Of course, he did! I was there years ago 
when he made that promise! But that does not mean that 
he will not keep it! 


10 


id 
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Arjuna—Now, Gurujee, having seen what you have seen 
of this nishaada’s bowcraft...do you still think that you. 
have kept, or will be able to keep, the promise you made? 


Drona—( Restraining the impulsive Ekalavya, and in grave 
notes) But, Paartha, you know in your heart that I DID 
MEAN TO KEEP MY PROMISE...WHEN I MADE IT 
teolaee AND BELIEVED I HAD KEPT IT WHEN I 
ASSURED YOU THAT I HAD KEPT IT! AN-UN- 
MEANT UNTRUTH UNWITTINGLY UTTERED...... 
CANNOT AMOUNT TO THE LIE THAT YOU 
IRREVERENTLY SADDLE ME WITH! 


Arjuna—( Still querulous) Meant or unmeant...I only 
know that you have NOT kept the promise you made! 
Besides, Gurujee, a moment ago you said, as an archer he is 
far far ahead of both you and me! If as you both make out, 
all the archery he knows is only what he learnt off YOU... 
how can he have learnt from YOU...... the archery that has 
made him a greater archer than YOU...??! 


Drona—( With knit brows) That is the puzzle, Paartha, 
I am trying to solve! Covinced as I am that all the archery 
that this Little Man knows is what I taught him unknow- 
ingly, I cannot ses HOW I COULD HAVE HELPED 
HIM BECOME A GREAT ARCHER THAN MY OWN 
SELE i? 


Ekalavya—( Laughing in a joyous ring) Just what 
bewildered me at first, Gurujee, and made me ask mother 
now and again how I could become the greatest archer in 
the world...when the guru I learnt from, could still wield a 
bow! ? And mother held every time that A PUPIL CAN 
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LEARN MORE FROM HIS GURU THAN WHAT THE 
GURU HIMSELF KNOWS...IF THE PURPOSE OF 
THE PUPIL FOR LEARNING IS NOBLER THAN WHAT 
THE PURPOSE OF THE GURU’S WAS WHEN HE 
LEARNT FROM HIS GURU!! 


Drona—( Amazed) Wonderful! 


Arjuna—(Sardonically) J daresay it is all wonderful to 
you, Gurujee! But all this wonder will not save you from 
your danger !! 


Ekalavya—(Jncredulously) ‘* Danger” to Gurujee!? 
( Laughs ) What danger ? 


Arjuna—Why, the danger of being jeered at by all the 
world as one who did not keep his promise! (Scoffingly ) 
Being a forest roving nishaada, it would mean nothing to 
you of course! But to Gurujee, a renowned Aryan 
Brahmana, it is a serious thing to suffer the ill repute of 
being sneered at as a liar... 


Ekalavya—STOP! (To Drona) Is all he Says the truth, 
Gurujee ? 


Drona—( Looking away) Yes, Little Man, every word! 


Fkalavya—( Ina grief-struck voice) But it should not 
be thus, Gurujee ! Somehow...any...how...you MUST keep 
your promise, Gurujee ! 


»  Drona—How can I, Little man? I am helpless in the 
‘Matter! After all it is but just that I must pay the price for 
Sashly, nay, arrogantly making a promise without fore- 
thinking the hardness of the task I was promising to perform! 
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Ekalayya—But, Gurujee, you who are so greathAa so 
wise...? 


Drona—‘‘Wise”? Little Man!, NO MAN IS WISE 
AT ALL MOMENTS OF HIS LIFE! And I must suffer 
for my UNGUARDED MOMENT OF UNWISDOM! 


Ekalavya—But if you could teach me as much as you 
have with YOUR SILENT SELF...?!, (nodding at the image) 
..., YOUR LIVING SELF can surely teach him far more 
than you taught me...... and that should help you keep yout 
promise, Gurujee!!? 

Drona—Little man, IF TEACHING AND. LEARN: 
ING WERE ALL IN THE HANDS OF GURU ONLY’ 
{ COULD MAKE HIM GREATER THAN YOU! BU 
AS YOU YOURSELF HAVE SHEWN, THE PUPII 
MUST FULFIL HIS part of the work! 


Ekalavya—I think I know what you mean, Gurujee 
You mean, of course his love and respect for you! Bu 
earnest as he is to excel in archery...1 am sure he wil 


revere... 


Drona—You do not know all, Little Man! It is na 
only Love and respect for the Guru that counts...... but th 
PURPOSE...the MAIN PURPOSE with which the pup 
learns, DECIDES HOW MUCH HE learns! You have sai 
it yourself a while ago. With his purpose for learning,. 
far beneath yours,..-all his efforts and mine to help hia 


even to EQUAL you, will not avail !! 


Ekalavya—What then...has been...his purp...? 
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Drona—(Looking away) His purpose from the very 
outset has been to acquire personal fame as an archer!. 
To be acclaimed the greatest archer of all times! And with 
you working body and soul, heart and mind to free harmless 
creatures from fear of marauding beasts, the hardest of his 
efforts will not land him within yojanas of your archery !! 
And | shall never keep the promise I rashly made ! 


a 


Ekalavya—( Hanging his head down) And I have been... 


the cause of it all! 
Drona— You little man? How? 


Ekalayya—Why, Gurujee, If only I had never come 
to you at all!; If only I had never practised archery 
at all... he surely would have been the greatest archer 
in the world, would he not, Gurujze ? 


Drona—Yes, but...... 7 


Ekalavya—So you sec, ‘tis I have been the cause of 
your not keeping the promise you made! 


Drona—(Mollifying) Not WILLINGLY, little man! 
Not willingly! 


Ekalavya—(T7o Arjuna) J} WILL NOW PROMISE 
TRULY NEVER TO HANDLE MY BOW AGAIN ALL 
MY LIFE! That ought to make you the greatest archer in 
the world and help my Gurujee keep his promise to you! ! 


Arjuna—H ARDLY! Even if you never more handle 

your bow and shaft for the rest of your life...wherever...... 

| and whenever I handle MY bow and shaft...I shall some- 
how feel that somewhere in some forest-corner of the 


| 


j 
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world THERE IS A NISHAADA WHO IF HE WANT 
TO...CAN WIELD A BOW AND ARROW BETTER 
THAN I!! And THAT hardly is REALLY “‘being’’ an 
‘feeling’ the greatest archer in the world and will certainly 
not save Gurujze from the izguomy of being knowa as 
1S Levee 


Ekalavya—( /nterrupting) STOP! 


Arjuna—(Jn a frenzy) ‘‘Stop’’? Why should I stop? 
That is the truth! And the whole world shall know of it!! 
You said you were not afraid of the truth! Why fear it now? 
I shall tell everybody and no one will stop me! 


Ekalavyya—( Wringing his hands helplessly ) SOMEBODY 
SOMEHOW MUST STOP HIM!!! 


Arjuna—( Obsessed by a fit of jealousy) Stop me!? Stop 
me from telling the world the truth...... that the Great. 
Dronaachaarya failed to keep his promise ?..... I SHOULD) 
LIKE TO SEE SOMEBODY STOP ME! (The last words: 
of Arjuua sting Ekalayya into a fit of fury ; with jaws set hard 
and with a wild look in his eyes he thunders out) 


Ekalavya—YOU will SEE SOMEBODY STOP YOU! 
(Sharply to Drona) Tell me Gurujee, if I had not learnt 
« chery would he have really been the greatest archer in the: 


world ? 
Drona—Yes, Little Man, but...... % 
Ekalavya—And you would have kept your promise ? 


Drona—Yes, Little Man, but...... ? 
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Ekalavya—( With flashing eyes and decisive voice ) 
GURUJEE! YOU WILL KEEP YOUR PROMISE...and I 
WILL STOP HIS MOUTH FOR EVER! (He walks up to 
the Image and lays his right hand on the plinth ; with the left 
he reaches for, and draws a crescent shaped arrow from his 
quiver ; with an unflinching look on his face...with one deft 
Sharp Stroke of his left arm, severs his right thumb ; unheed- 
ing the gush of blood, picks up his severed thumb and walking 
back to Drona lays the thumb at his Guru's feet and stands 
-mute:!: The other two have been too spell-bound to either 
follow or arrest Ekalavya’s movements ! ) 


Drona—( Aghast at the maimed hand of Ekalavya) Little 
Man! What have you done ? 


Ekalavyya—( Holding back his tears with great effort and 
pointing to the severed thumb at Drona’s feet) ‘“‘Done’’ ?, 
Gurujee ? I have done no more than paid my Dakshina to 
you in poor token of my love and respect for you! Years 
ago, Gurujee, when I came to you, ( Points at Arjuna) this 
noble Aryan Prince said: ‘‘ You are only a nishaada too 
poor to pay your Guru’s dakshina!” (To Arjuna) I am 
still the same poor nishaada! And yet, poor as my dakshina 
is, it is good enough to stop the mouths of you and such as 
you from slandering my Gurujee’s good name! My Gurujee 
has kept his promise! And you are now without doubt the 
greatest archer in the world! ( Putting out his thumbless 
hand ) YOU SEE? EVEN IF I WANT TO...1 CANNOT 
SHOOT ANY MORE! ( The effort of controlling his pain 
and his tcars has becn enormcus ; biting into his nether lip he 
akes a supreme effort to hold his tears back. Drona is so 
eply affected that with closed eyes and trembling lips, he 
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turns his face away. Arjuna also, genuinely affected, speaks tc 
Ekalavya with real sorrow and sympathy in his voice ) 


Arjuna—I am sorry, really sorry. But you...you don’t 
seem to be sorry at all...! 





Ekalavya —‘Sorry” ? Why should I be sorry ?...It is the: 
least I could do to help my Guru...(A sudden look oj 
ALARM flashes on his face)...GODS! 1 HAVE FORGO 
MY FAWNS! SORRY!? I SHALL BE SORRY EVERY 
MOMENT OF MY LIFE I DID THIS MAD THING! 
EVERY TIME I HEAR THE GROAN OF A DEER OR 
THE DYING SHRIEK OF A FAWN...I SHALL FEE 
IT IS THE ECHO OF MY OWN DEATH-CRY ! 
EVERY TIME I SEE THE MAIMED MAULED 
MANGLED REMAINS OF A DEER OR FAWN, ] 
SHALL FEEL ALL THE AGONIES OF MY OWN 
HEART BEING TORN ALIVE OUT OF MY BODY! 
OF COURSE I SHALL BE SORRY EV’RY MOMENT 
ALL THE REST OF MY LIFE I DID THIS MAD MAL 
THING!! (With face buried in his BLOOD-BEGRIMEL 
HANDS SOBS convulsively. Arjuna approaches him ane 
placing his hand on Ekalavya’s shoulder, speaks ina soft voic 















Arjuna—I am very sorry...to...have...been the cause.. 
(Without looking up, Ekalavya gently shakes off Arjuna’s hana 
and appeals in a pathetic voice) 


Ekalavya—WILL YOU ALL PLEASE LEAVE MI 
TO MY OWN SELF? (Drona drags Arjuna back aud pushin 
him ahead of him crosses over to the exit on the RIGHT ané 
pushing Arjuna OUT OF THE SCENE turns to Ekalavya.- 
and in the kindest of voice ) 
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Drona—God’s blessings on you, Little man! Farewell! 
(Ekalavya raises his NOW blood-smeared face; intensely 
anguished in look, and in a heart-rending voice ) 


| Ekalayya— YOU KNOW, IT WILL NEVER BE 
_ FAREWELL BETWEEN US, GURUJEE. ( Drona exits 
_ right...Left all alone, Ekalavya looks helplessly around him ; 
He then looks himself up and down; the sight of his own 
_ thumbless hand brings on fresh sobs! His eyes then instinctively 
; look for and rest on the severed thumb, lying on the ground. 
; Mastering his feelings, his face takes on a determined look ; 
with teeth set hard, he fits an arrow to his bow and tries 
to draw back the bowstring ; finding his maimed hand unequal 
to the task, bursts into tears; bow and shaft slip from his 
hands; with his left hand empties his quiver on his right 
Shoulder shaft by shaft) 


[Suddenly the high-pitched yell of a number of fawns is 
heard on the Right—inside the scenes | 


| Ekalavya—(Jn a voice of terror and impotent despair) 

GODS! MY FAWNS IN DISTRESS! AND I TOO 
_ HELPLESS MYSELF TO HELP THEM! (The yell of the 
fawns continues. Etalavya resting his eyes on the spot on the 
right of the scene where he last sav DRONA before the latter 
left the scene) GURUJEE! DO YOU HEAR MY FAWNS! 
‘DO YOU SEE WHAT I HAVE DONE! DO YOU SEE 
: WHAT YOUR DAKSHINA HAS COST? I HAVE 
BETRAYED MY FAWNS; GURUJEE! I DARE NOT 
LOOK INTO THEIR EYES NOW! (A few fawns rush in 
and at sight of Ekalavya move towards him, he recedes avoiding 


1] 


| 
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their touch and turns his face away to avoid their eyes) DC 
NOT TOUCH ME! I AM STAINED! JI AM SOILED.. 
IN MIND AND BODY! I AM NOT FIT TO TOUCE 
YOU! I AM NOT FIT TO FACE MY OWN FAWNS 
I. HAVE .BETRAYED, YOU ALL! FOR ONE, .ONI 
SINGLE MOMENT OF MY LIFE, I PUT YOU ALI 
OUT OF MY MIND, OUT OF MY VERY HEAR 
AND IN MY MAD LOVE FOR MY GURU, GAY] 
TO HIM WHAT WAS never mine to give! WHA’ 
WAS always yours! ONE MOMENT OF MAD LOVI 
FOR MY GURU, I FORGOT YOU ALL AND forgo 
too the whole whole purpose of my archery! I NEVE 
KNEW WHAT I WAS DOING! I NEVER KNEW! 
NEVER KNEW! (His eyes, hitherto blinded by his tears 
now Clear ; and a look of almost mad rage creeps into them: 
turning again to the spot that Drona left by...;) BUT Hl 
KNEW! GURUJEE KNEW! HE MUST HAVE KNOWN 
HE MUST HAVE STOPPED ME! 


[In a mad frenzy turns and walks up to the Image co 
Drona; with all the muscles of his body taut, his fists doublec 
and his blazing eyes emitting flashes of rage. takes up 
threatening attitude before The Image and thunders at it ] 


HOW DARED YOU GURUJEE? HOW DAREI 
YOU SIT STILL AND WATCH ME WITHOUT ON! 
LOOK OF WARNING! AND LET ME WHO LOV: 
VOU Ni: SACRIFICE THE SAFETY OF ALL THI 
FAWNS’ VIN? -LHE » WORLD aa TO * SATISFY" #7) 
SELFISH WHIMS, TO PANDER TO THE SELFISE 
AMBITIONS OF ONE ARROGANT PUPIL OF YOURS 
HOW eee: DARED YOU ? 
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[In blind mad rage raises his maimed fist to strike down 
the Image!...... But a something in the face of the image seems 
to stay his hand at the very last moment! His eyes suddenly 
assume a look of horror as if of fright at the thought of what 

_ he was about to do.] 


; 
GODS! WHAT am I doing? 


[ His limbs suddenly turn limp as if palsied, and his knees 
give way and he crumples to the foot of the image! Hugging 
the image fondly with his arms he repeatedly rolls his forehead 

in the “ Niche” in the plinth whimpering helplessly to himself 
amid convulsive sobs ]...... 


MORGIVE ME, GURUJEE!...... I DID NOT KNOW 
WHAT I WAS DOING! BUT YET HOW COULD 
YOU! HOW COULD YOU! HOW COULD YOU! 


| He is prone at the foot of the image as the......... ] 


CURTAIN DROPS SLOWLY 


THE END 





KAILASAM: A LITERARY PHENOMENO 


By K. SAMPATHGIRI RAO 











THE advent of Kailasam in the world of Kannad 
letters was truly a literary phenomenon. He came, he saw 


he conquered. 


He was universally acclaimed as the foremost writer o 
social dramas and farces. The title ““Karnataka Prahasan 
Prapithamaha’”? (The Great-Grand-father of Kannad’ 
Farce) stuck to him. He had used this phrase in hi 
prologue to Tollu Gatti (produced in 1918), the first am 
perhaps the most enduring of his Kannada plays. It was t 
parody the phrase in a Telugu verse which referred te 
D. Krishnamacharlu as ‘“‘Andhra Nataka Pithamaha’’, th 
grandfather of Telugu Drama. This verse used to be sun: 
and a portrait of the Telugu dramatist garlanded at th 
commencement of the Telugu plays usually enacted by the 
Amateur Dramatic Association, which enjoyed its heyday: 
of glory between 1916-1930. Kailasam was an active 
member of the Amateur Dramatic Association, and had hi: 
own earliest dramatic efforts produced by the Association 
He was at that time serving in Shimoga District as « 
probationer in the Geological Department. 


The fame that came to Kailasam unsolicited caused nc 
and misgiving more than surpise, in orhodo) 





little surprise 
literary circles. It was feared he was mangling the Kannad< 


language, and bis insistenze on having the speeches of hi 
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characters printed phonetically, that is exactly as they were 
spoken in daily conversation, was a sore trial to the reader 
as to press compositors. And then there was the free hotch- 
potch of Kannada and English which greatly disturbed the 
peace of mind of Kannada literary men accustomed to old 
traditions. But this was no more than a reproduction of 
how English-educated people actually talked. Inspite of the 
croakings of scandalised literary pursuits, Kailasam 
captured public imagination by the fresh breath of life and 
vitality that he brought on the Kannada stage. 


It would not be wrong to say that Kailasam himself 
was more surprised than any one else by the triumph he 
had achieved. Kannada was not his mother tongue. He spoke 
Tamil at hom:—and a pure form of it, judged by Mysore 
standards. But he had never aspired to be a writer 2ither in 
Tamil or Kannada. He had been lured by English like all 
the brilliant young men of his generation, and had a rare 
command of that language. His college studies had been 
Science, Geology and Chemistry ; and after graduating from 
the Presidency College, Madras, he had proceeded to the 
London Royal College of Science. He graduated from that 
college with Geology as his special subject. Kailasam had 
no predilections to carving out a career for himself as a 
Kannada writer. But when he was widely acclaimed as one, 
he had the humility and sanity to realise that it was in 
recognition of something new he had done, some pioneer- 
ing effort on which he had stumbled, in the way of realistic 
writing which seemed to supply a real need in contempo- 
rary Kannada literature. He looked upon his efforts as 
mere pointers, and indications which he earnestly hoped, 
Others would take up. And when he came across genuine 
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efforts in that direction from any quarter he was greatly 
gratified, and gave all such efforts his warmest encourage- 
ment. His was an amateur’s detached outlook; he had 
never desired to enter the lists as a professional. 


In writing and producing his plays Kailasam showed a 
knowledge of stage-craft and his histrionic abilities that 
were the result of inborn aptitude and a memory of things 
he had seen in England. He had a powerful voice with a 
resounding metallic timbre, which he used with remarkable 
effect in singing English and European songs which he had 
picked up in his frequent visits to music halls and theatres. 
He had, besides, an extraordinary mimetic faculty and a 
phenomenal memory. These inborn traits had made him 
even in his younger days something of an irrepressible 
character, overflowing with talk and song and gaiety. He 
had distinguished himself as a sportsman and athlete 
during his college days—as a champion mile-runner, and 
goal-keeper in football and hockey. li was fortunate that 
Kailasam went to England not merely with his academic 
degree but with his accomplishments as a sportsman, a wit 
and an entertainer. 


Kailasam was a good mixer and during his six year’s 
stay in England he not merely secured a Degree, as most 
Indian students do, but stored his mind with all that he saw 
and heard, with Cockney sayings and rhymes, music hall 
hits, and declamations of the classical theatre, as few Indian 
students ever manage to do. 


Kailasam’s career, according to human calculation, was 
designed to be that of a geologist—and if he had behaved 
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and conformed himself to official routine, he would doubt- 
less have risen to be the head of the Geological Depart- 
ment, and retired as such ‘‘with a cheap car, a neat house 
and a ‘compound wall’ thrown round it’’—as he used to 
say. But fate willed it otherwise. 


It was early in 1919 that the Amateur Dramatic 
Association organised a festival of Fine Arts Week and 
succeeded in getting down Rabindrnath Tagore to inaugu- 
rate it. This was the poet’s first visit to South India. Music, 
lectures and dramas were arranged every day. Those were 
pre-loudspeaker days, and often it happened that the 
musicians who had been on the programme could not hold 
the audience—and were booed off the platform. It was on 
one of such occasions that Kailasam stepped into the 
breach, and delighted everybody with his so.gs and 
parodies and stories. He discovered his abilities as a 
raconteur and was in daily demand during the season. 


Kailasam felt he had found his vocation, having had 
perhaps to give up his job in the Geological Department 
for his unabashed Bohemian ways. He started on an 
uncharted career as a votary of Art and Drama. 


; 


Freed from the trammels of office, Kailasam felt tree as 
a bird, and his earliest efforts at dramatic compositions 
reflect his buoyant spirit and exuberant imagination. Home 
Ruleoo the sketch of a blustering lawyer and demagogue who 
is henpecked in domestic life—followed Tollu Gatti. 
Bandyaalvilladbadaayi came next. Anglo-Kannada recitative 
jingles like ‘Up-to-date Chapoo’, ‘Up-to-date Ammayya’, 
‘Tippaarhalli’, a perfect adaptation in Kannada in theme 
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and tune of the well-known ‘It is a long way to Tipperary’, 
sprang up. 


All this bubbling effervesence, this playfulness and this 
outlandishness were however, only on the surface. There 
were deeper currents moving within him, not apparent to 
those who only watched his performances as a light enter- 
tainer and comedian. 


Sanskrit, and the Sanskrt epics and classics made a. 
profound impression on Kailasam. He was not deeply 
learned in Sanskrit, perhaps, but he had a working 
knowledge of language; and had inherited from his father 
Justice T. Paramasiva Iyer (author of Riks which inter- 
prets the Rigvedic hymns as poetic descriptions of geological 
and chemical changes in the glacial period) something of 
the originality and independence of approach to these 
ancient works, and from his saintly uncle Justice T. Sada- 
siva Iyer of Madras, something of the reverence to these 
classics and an appreciation of the spiritual truths of Life as 
set forth by ancient Hindu seers. We get an indication 
of this in the Dedication of his English play, Karna. to his 
uncle which runs to the following effect: ‘‘Sacred to the 
memory of Sri T. Sadasiva Iyer, M.L., Diwan Bahadur, Kt.. 
in the halo of whose immaculate life the humble author 
ope’d his baby eyes to this wonder world of the Lord’s 
marionette play, The Mahabharata.” 


Kailasam was known as ‘paapa’ (baby) by relation, a 
home, and he considered himself more especially one is 
respect of his revered uncle who was one of God’s ow! 
good men, for him as well as for those who knew him. 
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Almost contemporaneous with his early efforts in 
Kannada, his mind was dwelling on themes from the Maha- 
bhaarata; and he was beginning to conceive, in his own 
uniquely vivid way, the great characters of theepic: Ekalavya, 
Arjuna, Drona, Bhishma, Karna, Krishna and others. The 
character of Ekalavya, the forester—gencrally remembered 
as the beau-ideal of a perfect disciple, who by dint of his 
unswerving devotion to his guru (‘Guru-bhakti’ ), became a 
master archer greater than even his guru, exercised a 
fascination on Kailasam and _ provided the theme for 
Purpose, his first English play. About this time he was 
drawn to Pandit Taranath of Tungabhadra. Taranath’s deep 
knowledge of Vedantic thought, versatile accomplishments 
and charming discourses in mellifluent Kannada had made 
him one of the most effective and respected of apostles of 
the national awakening in the Gandhian era. Panditji took 
kindly to Kailasam and gave him that understanding, sym- 
pathy and encouragement, which means so much to creative 
artists. Kailasam’s Purpose thus came to be first published 
in Prema a quarterly magazine edited by Pandit Taranath— 
with an appreciative note and comment by the editor. This 
and subsequent writings in English—plays and sonnets— 
possessed his whole being and stirred him to his depths. 
Both in conception and artistic execution his English writ- 
ings reveal such rare originality of approach and profundity 
of thought and feeling that as a dramatic artist he was in- 
deed justified in looking upon these as the acme of his 
achievement. 


T. P. KAILASAM: The Gentle Hurricane 


Pror. S. K. RAMACHANDRA Rac 


Principal, College of Oriental Studies and Professor, , 
Callison College Study Centre, Bangalore University 


AT midnight on November 23, 1946 disappeared a bright! 
comet from the firmament of Kannada letters. Like aj 
comet, T. P. Kailasam was a freak of nature, an unusual 
and extraordinary phenomenon, a wonder and a1 enigma to 
the common mind. He was undoubtedly.a genius who 
eluded ready understanding, and occasioned numerous 
‘legends about himself. 





An estimation of his dazzling personality or an assess- 
‘ment of his impish impact on contemporary Kannada is by 
no means easy even for those who knew him well, moved 
with him and were acquainted with the facets and foibles of 
-his career and productions. I can lay claim to none of 
these, and an invitation to write on one who was so essen 
‘tially a brilliant wit and a creative artist can indeed be 
embarrassing. But in a sense Kailasam belongs even to 
‘those who knew him not and to those who feel, with the: 
ate Sir C. R. Reddy, “‘Here‘is a gem of the first quality and 
“cut in the best style. Fortunate is the Kannada country 
‘that it has such a jewel to wear.’ 


The picture of him presented by his friends and 
admirers is a quaint m‘xture of slovenliness and saintliness. 
According to this picture, he was remarkably unusual in his 
ery making, Wildest oddities j ined hands to mik2 hima 
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fascinating eccentric. In personal habits he was most awful 
what with living comfortably in the dirt-laden and dingy 
nooks, ceaselessly smoking and drinking, awake all night 
talking or walking. But by temperament he was severely 
ascetic and uncompromisingly straight. With his most 
eloquent modernisms he was rooted in convention. He had 
thoroughly absorbed Western culture in all its Soe but 
he remained a pious Hindu to the core. 


He had an irrepressible sense of humour in the direst of 
situations, but some poignant disappointment ate all the 
while into his vitals. When he cracked a joke, everyone 
knew that his heart wept and bled. ‘‘If I laugh,’’ confessed 
Carlyle, ‘it is that | may not weep.” Like Carlyle, Kaila- 
sam too had reason to weep. He was forlorn, flung adrift, 
terribly alone, in his own words ‘‘a nameless aimless waif 
on earth.’? But he had courage in his heart and strength in 
his character; he laughed and made peace with the wicked 
world. His spirit was gentle although a hurricane tossed his 
life. Listen to what he wrote during the last world war: 









The talk in train or tram or bus 
Is ali of war and gore! 

To me, why, all this war-time fuss 
Is but a beastly bore! 


. His career was a reflect on of the oddities of his tem- 
perament. Born in 1884 (July 29) in Bangalore as the son of 
Mr. T. Paramasiva Iyer, who was a judge of the Mysore 
High Court, his early education was in Bangalore, Mysore 
and Hassan. He graduated from the Presidency College, 

_ Madras and obtaining a stipencd from the Government of 
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Mysore he proceeded in 1908 to England to specialise in. 
Geology. 


He joined the Royal College of Science, London, and’ 
came out of it with seven prizes: he was elected Fellow of 
the Royal Geological Society. Outbreak of the World War 
in 1914 found him back in India the following year. The: 
Mysore Government appointed him the same year as a 
senior geologist on probation, and he worked in this capa- 
city for five years. He was doing fine when suddenly on the 
first of July 1920, he relinquished his post and became free. 
After this he remained all his life both ‘unemployed an 
unemployable,’ in his own words. 











He came from an illustrious family of administrators 
and scholars. He was born rich, had the best of education. 
and held a high office. He was married and had children. 
He had everything that a worldling would wish to make life 
pleasant and prosperous. But there was something amiss 
somewhere and he turned his back on al! this. Perhaps the 
unraly genius that was within him drove him to testlessness, 
In any case, he began to live like a solitary sufi, spurnin 
pleasures and intent on literary perfection with a single- 
minded devotion, as an aspect of his personal salvation. 


He was indeed an amazing man. While in England he 
had made a mark as a keen sportsman in hockey and foot- 
ball; he was incomparable as a goalkeeper ; in tennis, chess 
and billiards he was proficient. Physical culture had always 
attracted him, and his muscle-control was admired by nc 
less a master than Eugene Sandow _ He could freely modu 
late his voice, mischivously mimic and daringly impersonate 
on the stage. He could sing and act exceedingly effectively 
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_ He could catch an English tune and dub an original Kan- 


nada piece into it, excelling in effect. What he did to 
**Tis a long way to Tipperary’ in 1911 on a stage in 
London, thrilling the audience there with a Kannada song, 
has become famous. He was an enticing conversationalist, 
a brilliant wit, an authority on dramatic art, and an un- 
flinching devotee of the classics. He was thoroughly a man 
of the masses, with nothing of the snob in his make-up. 


His literary creations have found an abiding place in 
the annals of Kannada literature. They no doubt forma 
strange species. His plays are precisely pages from real life; 
the events are everyday affairs, the characters are common 
persons, and conversations mockingly realistic. 


Humour is the major note in all his plays, but a 
discerning eye will detect the undercurrent of satire, anda 


Telentless criticism of contemporary society. Kailasam 
laughingly exposes the unbecoming hypocrisy that prevails 


in our sophisticated ranks. His plays are in fact lectures in 


_ -disguise. The playwright moralises, admonishes, entreats and 


condemn ; he pricks the air bubbles, and shows up the ‘biceps’ 


_ of honesty and integrity. 


In his twenty-eight years of literary life he has fathered 


‘in print fourteen social plays and about six puranic plays. 


The former are all in Kannada, and some of the latter are 


in English. His first play Hollow and Solid (Tollu Gatti) was 


published in 1918, even when he was in service. It is said 
that there are still some thirty plays of his which remain 
unpublished ; manuscripts of most of them have either been 
lost or are in bits. Kailasam himself wrote little: he did 
not wield the pen as much as he did his tongue, 
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When inspired, it was his habit to dictate the lines to a. 
trusted and enthusiastic young admirer who veclunteered to 
reduce them to writing, under of course, most trying cir- 
cums ances. All his piays that have seen the light of the: 
day have thus been due to a devoted band of literary men: 
T. T. Sharman, K. V. Iyer, Hiranya Sharma, E. R. Sethu- 
ram. B. S. Rama Rao and others. lKailasam created pro- 
fusely, incessantly; but for the preservation of what he 
created he believed in the luck of posterity. Luck of course 
is an unknown and erratic quantum. But Kailasam was not 
to be shackled by contemporary considerations. 


| His plays and poems glow with a strange fervour, a 
fervour to increase the happiness of mankind by our deeds 
and words and thoughts. That for Kailasam is the only 
sense in our earthly sojourn; otherwise life is meaningless. 
He assumed the role of the ‘great grandfather of Kannade 
humour’ (Karnutaka-prahasana-prapitamaha) in order tc 
make us laugh and thus forget for a while the miseries 0} 
daily life. 

He had heard the still, small voice whispering in his ears 
that the rent we should pay for living on this earth is te 
make others around us happier than they were. Kailasa 
concentrated. in the full sense of the word, his whole life o1 
this objective. That was his Purpose, his Burden, hi 


Fulfilment. 
In his own words: 
“A poet’s guerdon is not gold, 
Not Parian bust, not trappings brave ! 
A tear, a titter from young and old 
Is all the meed I meekly crave! ”’ 












[ Courtesy: Drccan HEratp, Bangalore ] 


UPON A TRAIL OF GLORY 


R. SUNDARAM 


{Mr. BR. Sundaram, Kailasam’s brother-in-law R.S. Raja Iyer’s 
son, assistant chief accountant in the Indian Telephone 
Industries, Bangalore, wrote on Kailasam under the caption 
“Upon a trail of Glory’, in the 19-11-1961 issue of the Deccan 
Herald. Mr. Raja Iyer was for years, the port ccmmissioner 
and chief customs officer at Porbunder in Sourashtra.] 


AYN RAND succinctly observes. ‘‘As...down the 


centuries, a few men stand in lonely rectitude that we may 
look and say, there is a human rac2 behind us.” Kailasam 
belonged to this select band of individuals and blazed a 
trail of glory still cherished by lovers of the Kannada 
language. On November twenty-third, in 1946, this famous 
poet and playwright breathed his last though his rich 
literary legacy makes it difficult to believe that he is dead. 
Few would have guessed on Kailasam’s return from England, 
that the young man, immaculately dressed in Western style, 
heavily dosed with geology, would develop into the enfant 
terrible. of Kannada literature within the short span of 
i fifteen years, 


— 













Kailasam shot like a meteor into the literary firmament 
employing the popular tongue of Karnataka. It is difficult 
‘to classify Kailasam who had a style. peculiarly his own, 
hough he no doubt belonged to the galaxy of writers like 
Ibsen and Bernard Shaw—iconoclasts of literature. There 
d been no dearth of talent in Kannada drama but none 
uld equal the inimitable Kailasam. Kailasam_ was 
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Original to the core in the choice of his themes as well! 
as the characters he portrayed through his works. Perhaps: 
he believed in Tagore’s dictum: 


Take my wine in my own cup, friend. 
It loses its wreath of foam when poured into that of! 
others. 


Kailasam’s forte was the spoken language—an admix- 
ture of Kannada and Englsh. He chose his characters effort- 
lessly out of the common mass of humanity and made them 
speak for themselves. Social satire was the principal theme: 
of his writings, but he made it into a fine art punctuate 
with a keen sense of humour. 

















As in the case of Mark Twain it was not uncommon for 
Kailasam to be called a jester. What a jester he was! To 
borrow the words of an eminent biographer of Mark Twain, 
“But jesters of this type are men with a grin upon thei 
faces and acid in their hearts. And they put on the comic 
mask as a means for concealing the tears that lurk behinc 
it.’ Kailasam’s Home Rule and Ammavra Ganda brough) 
into sharp relief the false sense of values entertained b} 
people who preened themselves on the fact that they belongee 
to the upper strata of society. Stripped of its mask 
Kailasam found that ‘‘aristocracy’’ was nothing but 
skeleton in the cupboard. Kailasam depicted the cussednes 
of human nature through his Huttadalli Hutta and Anukoola 
kobbanna while Namma Brahmanike and Bandavalavillaa 
Badayi were meant to expose the simple thinking and hig 
living practised by the sophisticated lot of his age. Accorc 
ing to Kailasam, many of the characters appearing in thes 
plays spotlighted the doubtful products of modes 
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civilisation. Kailasam threw away the comic mask with the 
passage of time and wrote Soolay which mirrored one of the 
grossest ills of civilised society. One is tempted to liken 
this play to Shaw’s Mrs. Warren’s Profession based on 
the concept that “‘rich men without conviction are more 
dangerous in modern society than poor women without 
chastity.” Kailasam’s Soolay tried to focus the attention of 
the public on the origin of fallen women—a canker eating 
into the vitals of our social fabric. 


Curiously enough, Kailasam did not stop with his first 
love—Kannada—but produced two brilliant Puranic plays 
in English, The Purpose and Karna. Both are masterpieces 
and are still widely read for they contain masterly analyses 
of human nature in days when Dharma reigned supreme. 
The philosophy of life ingrained in these two dramas can 
best be understood in Kailasam’s own words — ‘* Worth, 
intrinsic worth it is, my liege, Not Accidental Birth that 
gauges a human’s use for Mother Earth.’ Poetry was 
another string in his literary bow. Kailasam’s Little Lays 
and Plays, a collection of poems on various topics and 
personalities, is excellent fare for discerning readers. 


Kailasam’s plays are as difficult to be enacted as they 
are to be easily understood. To quote the words of an 
eminent writer, “‘We can divide a meal among many men. 
We cannot digest it in a collective stomach.’ Continuity 
of thought and keeping the tempo throughout a passage are 
essential to effective display of histrionic talents as far as 
Kaliasam’s plays are concerned. He was an actor par 
excellence himself and had to pull the audience up if they 
failed to grasp his witticisms on the stage. It is pleasant to 

12 
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recall his remark once, ‘‘ Ladies and gentlemen, Kailasam 
cannot make you /augh unless you make up your minds 
to laugh.” 


Strange as it may seem, Kailasam broke new ground 
not only in dramatic technique but also in his mode of living. 
He never liked things to be in order, and loved confusion. 
It was a common sight to find him slightly clothed and reel- 
ing off his thoughts crouched on a charpoy in a room 
littered with cigarettes, books and papers. Perhaps, he felt 
stifled in the seemingly comfortable but artificial atmosphere 
that generally surrounded people of his social status. He 
came out into the open to devote his energies to uplift the 
common man through his writings. He did not wish to 
isolate himself from the misery that stalked the land. 


Kailasam was the fountainhead of satire and carved 
out a niche for himself in the hearts of the people of 
Karnataka. That ‘“‘ Kailasam Day” is being observed 
throughout the Kannada land bears eloquent testimony to 
his literary genius and is sufficient homage to the memory 
of one who brought about a veritable revolution in stage- 
craft. Every thing he spoke and wrote had a distinctive look. 

Dr. C. R. Reddy was right when he declared, “‘ He 
occupies a unique position in the Kannada country as a 
solitary, with none to keep him company except as audience. 
Greater than any writer I have known is Kailasam in 
dramatic technique.” 


[ Courtesy : Deccan Herald, Bangalore | 


——EeEEeeEeE———————— Sl el 


TO THE KINDLY READER.G........ 


After the first revised edition of “‘ Lays’’ was published, 
I chanced to light on half a dozen scripts of Kailasam 
incudling a letter written to me in 1945 from Madras, where 
he was working for a couple of years, editing, printing and 
publishing a weekly journal Burma Naadu pleading the 
cause of those unfortunate Indians who trekked their way 
back homewards from Burma apperhending its likely occu- 
pation by the Japanese in the Second World War. The 
journal breathed the air of the returning Indians with such 
Sincerity that every line of it touched their fellows here 
ip India and all help was extended to them once their sad 
plight was known. 


As usual, Kailasam working on his typewriter would 
occasionally branch off to note down flashes of his genius, 
most of which would of course look disjointed. To illus- 
trate his erratic, ‘‘in moods” and ‘‘out of moods” writing— 
scribbling you may call it —I have printed here the sonnet 
on Krishna and Drona—the former can be read only through 
a magnifying glass and the lattér is clearly written as in 
a copy book. Kailasam could if he wanted to, write legibly 
or scribble so as to be intelligible only to himself and to 
God, as he used to say! 


Incidentally, the ‘“‘proem” to ‘* Bhishma’s passing *’ 
Which he wanted to write as a ten-act play Ekaraatra 
Starts with a poem ‘‘Paandu Thyaaga”’—the renunciation 
by Paandu of all his rights in Hastina’s Kingdom—part of 
which is printed here in English in the earlier pages, and 
Kannada, later, interspersed with his scribblings. 
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Lastly, the attention of the reader is drawn to his letter: 
of July 23rd, 1945 from Madras wherein he states that he is 
“living only to finish’* about seven of his creations. The: 
seven he was keen on finishing before embarking on others: 
were, Gurthee, Kaali’s Kids, Ramanna VC, Renuka, Eka- 
raatra, Kittee and Ahoblu and a few others! and the seventh: 
is Expiation. This was on the eve of his choice as the: 
Chairman of the Kannada Sahitya Parishad meeting which: 
was scheduled to be held in December 1945 in Madras. He 
presided over it under sufferance, one can say, and out of 
great respect to C. Rajagopalachari (Rajaji) who inaugurate 
the Conference. 
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Hardly a year after that ‘“‘show of himself” as h 
termed it, Kailasam passed away on November 23-24, 194 
t ‘‘ Avanti’? at Bangalore in the house of his cousin Sri 
V. T. Sreenivasan throwing the mantle of printing anc 
publishing all his works on the little shoulders of humbl 
me. I must thank the kindly contributors who are sustaining 
me and making me bear the burden. 


Just a personal note if you please! These books are 
not sold by me but given as gifts to institutions which sel) 
them and utilise the returns to further a worthy cause 0) 
their own choosing, in Kailasam’s name. 

I must mentiona few very generous friends and admirer 
of Kailasam who have helped me with their contribution 
recently, in addition to those I have already listed in the 
other works of Kailasam. 

This series of contributions started with Kempapur: 
Agrahara K. Ramaswamy’s Rs. 20 as usual. 

The BEL Kannada Sangha followed with Rs. 30. 
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Sri Pattabhi Rama Reddy, producer of the film 
Samskara, paid me Rs. 116 for a two-day engagement and 
Principal B. Ramakrishna Rao of J.C.B. College, and Post- 
master Narasimha Murthy, both of Sringeri, Rs. 38. 


Sri Y. M. Narasimha Murthy, Director and General 
Manager of the International Chemical and Biological Insti- 
tute, Bangalore-4 paid me Rs. 100 on behalf of the Institute. 


The MICO Fine Arts Society through the kind courtesy 
of its Personnel Manager Sri Gopinath and Accounts 
Manager Sri K. Velayudhan, sent in a cheque for Rs. 100. 
The Maharashtra Mahila Vidya Mandal Girls High School, 
Basavangudi, and the Madhava Krishnaiya’s Girls High 
School, gave me Rs. 60 each. 


The Mahila Karmikara Sangha, Hanumantha Nagara, 
through Auditor M. G. Shetty, sent in 20 reams of crown 
size printing paper. 

These contributions have enabled me to bring forth 
Karna in English, Thaalikattookkooleenay and Ekalavya in 
Kannada. Acknowledgements are due to them and also to 
those donors mentioned in the end pages of the other works 
of Kailasam, so far published. 
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In AN earlicr book of Kailasam, Little Lays and Plays, 


these lines occur under the caption...‘To the kindly readers’: 
Grateful thanks are also due to the several friends, relations 
and admirers of Kailasam who have helped this venture in 
kind and coin bountifully. Sri T. Amritalingam Iyer 
(Kailasam’s uncle ) blessed this work by sending in Rs. 250. 
His son-in-law Sri V. T. Sreenivasan (Kailasam’s cousin ) 
initiated my first itinerary to important cities in India by 
arrenging several programmes for me under his egis first at 
Nagpur, some years ago and helping in the collection of 
funds by making a personal contribution of Rs. 75/-. 


Sri N. K. Dixit, a leading lawer of Dharwar donated 
Rs. 100/— with Sri L. S. Gurumurthy, Headmaster of Lakka- 
valli High School closely following up with another 
Rs. 100/-, Sri A. R. Raichur, Engineering Consultant, 
Bombay, handed over Rs. 50/-; last but not least, my 
young friend Sri K. V. Sampath, Partner, Kalyan Phar- 
macy, Bangalore rounded off this jist by another Rs. 100/-. 
The result is this Little Lays and Plays and the impetus to 
produce Purpose and Karna, and other episodes of The 
Mahabhaarata in due course. 


os * 


This was about a year and a half ago. Sometime later 
Dr. T. Ramesan of the Mathematics Department of the 
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Local Engineering College (Government) kindly gave me an 
engagement in the college and paid me Rs. 50-00 as 
scheduled. At the end of my recital as is my wont, I 
appealed to the students, if at all they liked the recital, to 
give me of their mite to further my programme of publica- 
tions. That was all there was to it, then. 


What should be my surprise when a student of this 
same college rang me up a few months later, to say ‘“‘ when 
could he see me, to hand over some collections he had 
voluntarily made to help publication of Kailasam’s books ?”’ 
I said ‘any time’ and thinking it may be just a handful — 
for, who would donate anything at all, long after the 
event ?—left it at that. 


The student rang up again, found out if I had come to the 


office, came there straight, climbed up the steep stairs, counted 
a sum of Rs 120-56 before me and stood...silent! 


My heart almost missed a beat before [ could sense his 
bountiful! An Ekalavya of yore perhaps I thought, but his 


silence conveyed something precious to me that beggared me 
for words ! 


This amount came in very handy to whip up completion of 
*Ekalavya’ or ‘ Purpose’, the present volume. 


‘Karna’ the next play to be printed, was also put on 
the anvil. 


For both of which my grateful thanks are due to the stu- 
dent—Sri P. N. Srinivsaan, Secretary, Students Association of 


the University College of Engineering, Bangalore. 
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May the Lord shower His choicest blessings on this 
young man and the many friends of his in the college who 
made up the sum, is all I can say, and the fillip this has 
given to the re-printing of many of Kailasam’s plays is 
something one can’t describe in words. 


* * sk 


(2) 


My grateful acknowledgements are also due first to Sri 
K. Sampathgiri Rao, m.a., former Headmaster of the 
National High School— (The late Rt Honble V. S. Srini- 
vasa Sastry called him ‘the Prince of Headmasters’ )—anc 
later, Principal of the National College, Bangalore, for hi: 
article on Kailasam in the issue of Swatantra—an Englisk 
Weekly, edited and published by the late Khasa Subba Rau 
from Madras in the early 50s. The present article is take 
from Vol. IX: October 23-1954: No. 36 issue, titled! 
‘“Kailasam: His advent on the Kannada stage.” 


Of the few persons that understood Kailasam, Sr 
Sampathgiri Rao was the most enduring and endearing. Hé 
was nearer to Kailasam than many others similarly placed 
So, whenever Kailasam chanced to hit on a new creation 
he would race to ‘Sampath’ and declaim it. ° Sampath 
was Kailasam’s touchstone. Once ‘Sampath’ set his seal o 
approbation and approval, Kailasam would feel like a fre 
bird, spread wings and fly arourd to other friends to as) 
them, ‘have you heard my latest?’ That was the regaré 
Kailasam had for ‘ dear old Sampath.’ 

Second in the list comes my valued friend and ‘critique 
Sri Ka. Vem. Rajagopal, m.a., of the M.E.S. Arts College 
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Malleswaram. He has bzen collecting ‘all and sundry’ on’ 
Kailasam. It was lucky that he camé across-a torn up” 
periodical Prema—edited by the late Pandit Taranath, a” 
DAARSANIKA of note. It contained the Pandit’s. ‘Impetus - 
and Foreword’ to Purpose, with some part of th: play also” 
printed in it. [ia bv 


Sri Rajagopal has cherished and preserved this rare 
find and allowed me to enhance the value of this volume by 
including it. 


Pandit Taranath’s foreword is brilliant, succinct and 
telling, and Prema, according to Kailasam. was devoted 
to the cause of ‘developing the mind, brain and brawn’ of 
humans. ; 


It is taken from Issue I1-5.15-4, 1925 Chaitra. _ 


It may be averred boldly that but for Pandit Taranath’s 
snatching the scanty typescript and printing it, the full 
playlet Purpose would not have seen the light of day at all. . 
Taranath’s printing it in parts, provoked Kailasam to- 
complete it. 


And that is not all. When the full playlet was taken 
up for printing by Madhava Sons in 1944, Kailasam 
himself was unable to hand over a mss. to the press, for the 
simple reason that almost all the typed mss. were scattered 
around and slumbering with Kailasam’s friends and. 
admirers who were loth to part with them even’ for: 
printing. They cherished it so. 


The one and only friend who responded to my appeal 
‘py return post’ was Prof. P. Ramananda Rao, m.a., who,’ 


9? Kailasam 


with his wife Smt. Padukone Sita Devi, a distinguished 
writer on her own count, hosted Kailasam for months at 
Mangalore 35 years ago, to make him known in South 
Kanara. Husband and wife went so far as to stage 
Kailasam’s “Home Ruleoo” and interpret him to the 
Kannada Drama lovers in those parts. 


Once again I must say that even this first print could 
not have come about without Mr. Ramananda Rao sending 
a copy (typed by Kailasam himself and left with Sri Rao) 
which he had preserved for fourteen long years. The present 
publisher is most grateful to him. 


* * * 


The fore-going appeared in the second publication of 
this book ‘‘Purpose’’ in 1966, seven years ago. Tth third 
publication has also a story to relate. " 

The six institutions to which I presented the first 
editions of the twenty-six titles of Kailasam’s works as gift, 
reported that the first fourteen titles had gone out of print. 
This has necessitated the present attempt of printing the 
fourteen again to distribute them free to the six institutions, 
which as I have said earlier, sell the copies and utilise the 
returns for a worthy cause of their own choosing, in 
Kailasam’s name. 

Acoording to this plan Bahishkaara, Poli kitti, Home- 
Ruleoo, and Ekalavya Vadha, have gone forth, the first three, 
as reprints. 

The donors for starting this series are: Messrs 
A. Janardan, of the Deccan Herald Editorial staff, Rs. 30 
(Dr.) V. S. Murthy, now settled in West Virginia U. S. A., 
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Rs. 50, N .V. Narain (my nephew) in Bangkok, Rs.600, 
Labour Officer K. R. Shankaranaryana Rao Rs. 25, Students 
and Staff of Jayanagar 4th block M. E. S. High School 
Rs. 25, Y. M. Narasimha Murthy of the International Che- 
mical & Biological Institute, Rs. 150, Sri Krishna Shatta, 
M.A., Reader in English, Acharya Pathasala Evening College 
Rs. 100, The Kannada Mitrara Koota of the Bharath Earth 
Movers Ltd. in K. G. F. Rs. 101 and the Kannadigara 
Koota, Model House Stre>t, Basavanagudi, Rs. 25. 


What gave me a leg up to start on this second series in 
toto was the appreciative “‘ gesture grand”’ of Mr. Ganga- 
ram Nanumal, Proprietor of Bangalore Book Bureau when 
I approached him furtively for help to carry out this huge 
project due to cost over Rs. 10,000. According to my 
itinerary cum begging for funds, it would take a few years 
to print al] the fourteen titles. 


Mr. Nanumal set my mind at ease by offering to “ gift ”’ 
me with Rs. 500 a month as long as it would last to finish 
the 14 titles! In return, on my own, I promised to give him 
250 copics of every title | would print, as “‘gift’’. He will 
sell the copies and institute a Kailasam endowment fund 
from the proceeds. 


The second person to come into this gift gesture is Mr. 
Ramachaudriaya of the Geetha Agencies with an equal gift 
of Rs. 500 a month, receiving 250 Copies of each as gift in 
return. The Geetha Book House, Mysore, is a likely third 
in the group. 


The others who only receive the gift of books and offer 
blessings and good wishes in return are: The Indian 
Institute of World Culture, the Gokhale Institute of Public 
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Affairs and the Gandhi Sahitya Sangha, Malleswaram 
through my learned friend G. P. Rajaratnam. These are also 
instituting Kailasam Endowments according to their choice. 


Of special interest would be the donation of Rs. 100, 
that came in as the book “‘ Purpose” was in the throes of its 
final stages in print. 

“It is precious, as it comes from Mr. P. Kodanda Rao, 

‘a distinguished citizen of Bangalore and his wife, Mary 
Kodanda Rao, equally distinguished. Precious because it was 
Mr. Kodanda Rao who spotted the genius in Kailasam way 
back 55 years ago in 1918; and sat tight on that “‘ freak of-. 
human nature’? to come out with his first born ‘* Tollu-- 
Gatti’; this ‘‘Andhra”’’? as Kailasam put it, who brought: 

out the first revolutionary play in Kannada in print and at. 
chis.own cost too. The story of how he did it, is described by 
Mr. T. T. Sharma in a write-up on the play, ‘“‘ Tollu Catti,” 

the third edition of which will be in the readers’ hands soon. 






Mr. Rao’s donation carried a letter with it, which [| 
have reproduced here fully with his kind permission. It is) 
such sincere wishes of Mr. Rao and others of his kind, that. 
have given life to Kailasam’s works and so [ share it with 
the readers. May the tribe of such souls increase and further 
the cause of art is all that one can muster to say as Editor 
and Publisher of Kailasam’s works, 
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« TELEPHONE: 22519 ‘ALOHA’ me 
P. KODANDA RAO 26, Sir Krishna Rao Rad: 


Basavanagudi, Bangalore-4 





**Let us not instruct the public 
out of the abundance of our—IGNORANCE.”’ 
| —Rt. Hon. V. S. Srinivasa Sastri 


Dear Friend, 
a Cordial Greetings and Best Wishes from Mrs. Rao / 
and myself to you and your family. | We trust you are 
ali well. 


Mrs. Rao and I were very happy that you were Air 
enough to honour us with your company at tea the 
other day and present us with several books on Kailasam 
which you published. You will be glad to know that 
Mr. K. N Nagarkatti, ICS Retd. was fascinated with 
the books and borrowed them from me, 


I found the copy of TOLLU GATTI and will give 
it to you when it is convenient for you to collect it. 


| 
| 
| 


Mrs. Rao and I request you to honour us by accept- 
ing the enclosed cheque as our Paada Puja and in our 
appreciation of your exemplary devotion to the person 
and literary achievements of Mr. T. P. Kailasam and the 
extraordinary zeal with which yo: are publishing his 
works and popularising them. Asa friend and admirer 
of Kailasam who has passed away, I transfer those 
sentiments to you. 


With kind regards, 


Youis very sincerely, 


(Sd/-) P. Kepanpa Rao 
Sri B. S. Rama Rao 


C/o Deccan Herald, Bangalore-1, 
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[P.S.—The letters reproduced below, may interest you. “I 
found them as I was going through an old file ‘of 
mine.] 


* == ok 


Copy of letter dt. 28-11-65 from Prof. V. K. Gokak, 
Vice-Chancellor, Bangalore University to Sri P. Kodanda Rao 


‘*Tam so sorry, we have not been able to call on 
you which we would very much like to do. I have been 
overwhelmed with work. I hope to free myself from 
other engagements as soon as I can. 

Sri. B. S. Rama Rao gave mea copy of ** TOLLU- 
GATTI” and I] read the tribute to Kaiiasam. It is a 
‘great association which will go down into the History 
of Kannada drama. I shall share your suggestions 
regarding Kailasam with my colleagues. 

Thanking you and with the kindest regards, ” 


* * * 


Copy of letter dt. 21-11-66 from 
Sri D. C. Pavate, Vice-Chancellor, Karnatak University, 
Dharwar—to Sri P. Kodanda Rao 


‘“‘T thar k you for your letter of 19th November, and 
a copy of your tribute to the late Shri Kailasam. 

Your suggestion about giving a posthumous degree 
to Kailasam, will be considered by an Honorary Degree 
Committee during next year. 


Kind regards to Mrs. Rao and yourself,’’ 
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This is the intro for a three-reeler film on Karna, the “Renunciation ’, 
bringing into vivid contrast the two mothers and compressing in it, an 
epitome of Karna’s life and death in a flash. The full play expanded on this 
and the sonnet in Kailasam’s hand on page 100 in this book. 
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The imprint above is the impression of Kailasam’s works 
and portraits on child-artist Aswini Manur, young hopeful of 
Homeeopath Dr. K. G. Manur of Hubli. 
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Kailasam’s Works New Issue 
Kannada: a 
Tollu-gatti (Part-I) * Vaidyana Vyaadhi * Bahishkara 
Huttadalli Hutta * Poleekittee * Sattavana Santaapa 
Banda@ialavillada Badaayi * Taalikattokkooleenay 
~Ammaavra Ganda * Anukoolakkobbanna * Soolay 
7 Homertlegf* Sikarne Savitri * Nambrahmanikay 

Namcompny * Namcluboo * Shambarana Shrungara 
Henninabaalu Kanneerenay * Tavarekere * Ekalavya 
(Translation of Purpose) *.Ekalavya Vadhay (Prose 
version of English ‘Fulfilment’) 

English: 
Purpose * Kittle Lays & Plays « Karna « Keechaka 
G. P. RAJARATNAM’S 
«“Kailasam Nenapu mattu Kailasam Kathana 
* Ekalavya (Purpose—a study) 


Available at Bangalore: 
* Bangalore Book Bureau, Gandhi Nagar 
* Geetha Agencies, Balepet 
* Indian Institute of World Culture, Basavanagudi 
* Gokhale Institute of Public Affairs, N.R. Colony 
* Gandhi Sahitya Sanzha, Malleswaram 
: * Mahila Karmikara Co-op. Society, Hanumantha 
’ Nagar 
at Mysore: 
* Geetha Book Sates New Statue Pues 
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